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By

THE EDITORS

loads of buns and sausages to the
stricken population. As a picture
of actualities this is probably as
far removed from the truth as the
details of the shipping of Jews,
more recently, from Germany into
the territory beyond the River
San. You may have seen the writeup by Oswald Garrison Villard
in The Nation. He describes the
shipment of Jews under conditions which "would cause arrests
under German law if discovered
in the shipping of cattle." The
authority for these atrocities, headlined in reprints everywhere in
the newspapers as "Hitler's Latest
Pogroms," "murder would be
more merciful," etc., is a letter
which Mr. Villard had seen, "a
letter sent by an Aryan German
from a town in Moravia to an

Atrocities
BY AND by, if we have a few
more world wars, we shall develop a sixth sense for spotting
fictitious atrocities in the news
from the front. We think we are
sensing, even now, the delicate
transition from exaggerated reporting to actual lying. When the
Russians are said to push a squad
of twenty or thirty women ahead
of them into the line of fire, we
begin to wonder. It seems that we
recognize the fertile imagination
which in 1914 produced the Belgian babies who had their hands
cut off by the invading Huns.
Conversely, we have seen Nazi
motion pictures of the German
campaign in Poland which showed
German infantrymen passing out
great canteens of soup and truck1
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American official"-very specific,
isn't it? This Aryan German, writing from "a town in Moravia,"
said that he was a loyal German,
but that he could no longer remain silent. He declared that "a
train of cattle cars-the Jews are
allowed no others-had stood for
12 hours in the station of his
town. The weather was cold, and
there was, of course, no heat.
There were no toilet facilities. No
food or water was provided. He
said that the moans and groans
of the older people could be heard
blocks away. German laws forbid
such treatment of cows or swine or
dogs."
Assume that we are neither proNazi nor anti-Nazi. We are trying
to establish what is real atrocity
and what is fictitious. We have no
word of witnesses either pro or
con. We have no written and certified sources to check against these
stories. We have no literary standards of criticism that would help
us ascertain what is truthful and
what is untruthful reporting. But
we have something of a newly
developed, though yet rudimentary, organ of perception for the
lies of the propagandists, and
somehow the old Jews herded in
cattle cars which stand on the
sidings for twelve hours doesn't
just ring true.
We believe that there are atrocltles aplenty being committed
also during this war. General

Hugh S. Johnson reminds us that
"war itself is an atrocity," and
that it is always "horrible on both
sides." He says:
As for the doctrine of frightfulness as a means of ending war: who
said, "War is hell," and burned
Georgia? Who said, "If a crow flies
up the Shenandoah now he will
have to carry his rations with him"?
Who tied the Sepoy mutineers' backs
to the mouths of cannon and blew
them to bits? For the benefit of "Information Please," the answers are,
in order-Gen. Sherman, Gen. Sheridan, and the British command in
India.
Gen. Johnson makes an attempt
to define what are "good atroci-

ties" and what are forbidden ones
under the laws of war. He adds:
Thus far almost all we have heard
about from our State Department
are German atrocities. Maybe the
other side hasn't gotten into full
swing yet. It has already announced
that if the Germans bomb undefended Polish cities it will bomb undefended Germans. At the same time
it disclaims any intent to make war
on the German people. Well, it's
all right-a properly bombed German civilian would never know the
difference anyway.

American Revival
~F

WE are at all attuned to the
spirit pervading our country at
this time we are ready confidently

I
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to assert that a real revival of true
Americanism is presently taking
place throughout our land. Cynics
who point to individual instances
of grasping greed and political
skullduggery may insist that all
protestations of true patriotism
are but meaningless mouthings
designed to deceive the simple.
Not so long ago we would have
been tempted to be equally cynical, but today it is different. We believe a real change of heart is
taking place, and we submit the
following as evidence in support
of this conclusion:
1. Corrupt politicians in certain
notorious spots are being subjected to investigation and prosecution in an honest endeavor to
establish American life more firmly on the solid foundation of law
and order.
2. A remarkable impartiality is
being manifested in government
opposition to evils existing both
in spheres of capital and of labor,
with the purpose of making both
more mindful of their responsibilities toward the welfare of the
nation as such.
3. Both congress and the president are presently revealing a
readiness to brave the wrath of
organized pressure groups by
slashing public expenditures and
bringing outgo and income into
closer approach to one another.
This is a heartening piece of evidence for the fact that men in

I_ __
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office are willing to place the
nation's weal above political interests.
4. Subversive elements growing
e''er bolder in their attack upon
the democratic system and in their
promotion of un-American fascistic or communistic ideas have at
least for the present been given a
serious setback.
5. The American book market
has in recent months produced
books such as Democracy's Norris
and Sandburg's four-volume study
of Lincoln, thus adding to the
literature which stimulates interest in true American ideals.
Perhaps we might here also add
that newspaper columnists and
cartoonists are lending a helping
hand by their attack upon existing evils and their glorification of
desirable ideals.
6. The fact that men like Senator George Norris and the now
deceased Senator Borah and other
fearless champions of honesty and
justice are coming to be recognized as the real servants of the
state.
7. The adjournment of partisan politics in the interest of
giving our country the best possible guidance in meeting the perilous problems presented by international situations.
8. The interests of both the
moving picture theater and the
so-called legitimate stage in the
subject of American democratic
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ideals as represented by such productions as "Young Mr. Lincoln,"
"Mr. Smith Goes to Washington,"
and Raymond Massey's presentation of Sherwood's "Abe Lincoln
in Illinois."
While the one or the other of
the points enumerated above may
under careful scrutiny prove somewhat vulnerable, we believe that
the cumulative force of all points
taken together provides a sound
basis for our contention that there
is a real revival of true Americanism in process at this time. This is
something for which the Christian
heart should be duly grateful to
Almighty God and for the continuance and growth of which
each Christian ought fervently to
pray.

Shadow-Boxing?

Gibraltar, and after Christmas the
addressees were notified that they
could have their packages on paying the British consul amounts of
money which in some cases exceeded the value of the goods involved. We are told that our State
Department is sharply taking the
British to task for these practices
and is indignant at their cavalier
replies. That sounds good-but:
we recall that during the World
War Secretary Lansing also wrote
many notes to Britain, sharply protesting against its illegal practices,
and then, in his War Memoirs,
admitted that those notes were
mere shadow-fighting and were
known to be such by the British.
Is our State Department in earnest
this time, or is it again playing the
hypocrite and hoodwinking the
American people for the benefit of
Britain?

Q UR State Department is busy

sending notes to the British
in which it protests against a variety of high-handed acts that affect
our rights and our interests. Britain has felt free, not only to deal
with our commerce to neutral
nations as it sees fit, but also to
open, search, and rifle the United
States mail addressed to European
neutrals, even though this mail be
carried in American ships through
neutral waters. Christmas packages addressed to Americans in
Switzerland were held up at

The Case for Japan
WHEN the Roman Church
inquires into the claims
made for someone who is a candidate for sainthood, an official is
appointed whose business it is to
raise objections and bring evidence to the contrary. He is popularly known as "the devil's advocate." One must always plead a
similar immunity when putting in
a good word for the Japanese in
their invasion of China. Possibly
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it is all propaganda, but there are
booklets and books on the market-you can have them for the
asking-which defend the cause of
Japan. Here is one, an excellently
printed pamphlet entitled "The
High Cost of Hate." It blames the
hostility of newspapers in America
and England for the forming of
Japan's accord with Germany in
1936. It contrasts the attitude of
the Japanese people towards their
government with the progress of
Bolshevism in China and of its
counterpart on this hemisphere
in Mexico-"where red flags are
now about as common as cactus,
where the clenched fist red salute
has become common, where hundreds of churches have been closed
and their priests expelled."
A chapter is entitled: "How
Editors Promote War Hate by
Deceiving Readers." The author
riddles the claim that Japan represents the dictatorships and China
the democracies. "Japan has substantially the same sort of representative government under a
monarchy as Britain. No single
person in Japan, even in wartime,
has acquired anything comparable
to the financial power wielded by
Henry Morgenthau in America in
peacetime. The 'dictatorship'
twaddle is handed out to stir hate
in America."
Now as to China. Here you
have
the real
diCtatorship.
"China under Chiang Kai-shek has

I
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been the second severest dictatorship of modern times. Chiang
killed hundreds of thousands of
Chinese to get and hold his joba fact our controlled press neatly
conceals. Nobody within all the
4,000 years of Chinese history ever
got a job of any importance by
popular election. There is no record of a national election ever
having been held in China."
As an example of the propaganda designed to line us up
against Japan, the author, Ralph
Townsend, refers to the Panay
pictures. We remember that the
Panay was an American ship sunk
by Japanese bombers in 1937. Mr.
Townsend says: "From the Naval
Court inquiry we learn that the
Panay carried American flags, as
it would have naturally done under the circumstances, to show its
nationality. In what were alleged
to be pictures of the Panay before
it sank, apparently the photographs did not show the flags, or
did not show them distinctly. To
support the headlined stories
about the 'huge' flags on the
Panay, it was necessary to doctor
the photographs by painting the
flags on the pictures of the ship
tefore reproducing the pictures in
America. As reproduced in various
hate campaigning newspapers and
magazines, the deck house flag in
one picture showed four white
stripes, in another picture six
white stripes, in another five
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white stripes. Yet these were supposedly pictures of the same flag
on the same ship on the same occasion by the same photographer
from the same angle."
It is possible, of course, to bolster a bad cause-and we regard
the cause of Japan as very, very
bad-by showing that the critics
of that cause have themselves employed falsehood and deception.
But it would be difficult to argue
against the facts here quoted from
"The High Cost of Hate." It
should be added that the "high
cost" is intended to be understood in the most practical, commercial sense. The cost of keeping
Japan out of South America by
entering the war on China's side
is discussed. Thus: "Japan's sales
in South America for the last year
reported, 1935, totaled 91 million
yen. That is about $22,000,000.
Profits at 10% would be $2,200,000
yearly. Fighting Japan would cost
more than our yearly profits on
it for 22,000 years."

Between March and N ovember
MARCH is the Democrats'
month. Andrew Jackson and
Grover Cleveland have birthday
anniversaries on the fifteenth and
eighteenth of the month. Both
were Democrats. It is a question,
of course, whether or not Jackson

and Cleveland, were they alive
today, would be amicable bed
partners in the Democratic Party
of 1940. Without any effort of
the imagination we can see Carter
Glass urging Cleveland to boot
out that "communist," Robert H.
Jackson, and, on the other hand,
Harold Ickes nagging Andrew
Jackson to read out of the party
that economic royalist, Grover
Cleveland.
The fact that the Democrats
have had two such widely divergent political personalities in their
party is a testimony to its elasticity and at the same time an illustration of the dilemma in which
the party's present leadership is
floundering. Andrew Jackson,
friend of the common man, implacable foe of Nicholas Biddle,
and possibly the first American
president to take the Declaration
of Independence at its literal
truth, was acutely aware of the
economic forces back of all political gestures. Grover Cleveland,
sixty years later, could in the name
of law and order suppress the
Pullman strike at the cost of many
lives of the very men Andrew Jackson considered the backbone of
the American nation. He could
appeal to J. P. Morgan to help the
United States Treasury out of a
monetary dilemma and through
inaction refuse to carry out the
terms of the Sherman anti-trust
act. Yet both men have reputa-
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tions for intellectual and moral
probity that are hard to find in
the presidential aspirants of the
twentieth century.
Today the Democrats under
the leadership of President Roosevelt must harmonize two opposing
forces in their party. On the one
hand we have such irreconcilable
conservatives as Senators Glass,
Byrd, and Smith; on the other,
such liberals as Wagner, Schwalltnbach, and Wallace. The one
group, the first, is more closely
aligned with the Republican
habits of thought, too close for
Democratic comfort. The second
group is distinctly conscious of the
interrelation of society and politics and economics and decidedly
determined to do something about
the present difficulties. If politics
is the art of compromise, then
Roosevelt must devise a presidential ticket which will take into account such disparate forces in
order to keep the party together.
Rumors of a Hull-Jackson or a
Carner-LaGuardia ticket show the
difficulties of the problem.
This much is certain. If a compromise with conservatism is made
through the nomination of a
Democratic presidential candidate
distinctly hostile or antipathetic
or indifferent to the New Deal
policies the Democratic Party is
lost. As it stands now, the Democrats belong to the Andrew Jackson tradition, which is everlast-

I

ingly aware of the tremendous
power of monopoly capitalism.
The Republicans, to be consistent,
must set up a candidate pledged
to the direct opposite of the Democratic candidate. Only thus will
the voters have a clear choice.
The months between March and
November will be crucial months
for the Democratic Party. The
temper of the nation is uncertain.
Poverty, unemployment, and rising prices are just a few of the
domestic woes plaguing the country. A strong Democratic leader
could persuade the voters to continue the New Deal policies in the
many social experiments and relief
ventures first instituted by Roosevelt. If an effort is made to placate
the Cleveland-Democrats it is almost mathematically certain that
the independent voter will prefer
a Republican candidate nominated because of his reputation
for economic hardheadedness.
q,~~

"

William E. Borah
IT IS not unfair to speak of the
late William E. Borah as a lone
wolf; neither is it going beyond
the bounds of accuracy to refer
to the courageous senator from
Idaho as "the great oppositionist."
Mr. Borah was a rugged individualist if there ever was one. He
wore no man's collar. Those who
thrive on petty gossip and cheap
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scandal-mongering tried now and
then to besmirch the resolute senator's name; but their efforts invariably came to grief. Borah was
always honorable in his dealings
with his fellowmen. He was a
politician, it is true-a politician
who could match wits with the
best of them; yet, to our knowledge, it cannot be proved that he
ever had recourse to dishonest
practices. Even bitter and implacable foes admired his shrewdness,
respected his integrity, and feared
his assaults. Borah could have
become a very wealthy man; but
he did not think it either wise or
honorable to use his influential
position and his widespread renown as stepping-stones to riches.
Once upon a time we asked the
keeper of a crude little countrystore to tell us without mincing
words what particular virtue, in
addition to intelligence and personal blamelessness, he thought a
president of the United States or
a member of Congress ought to
possess. "D'ya see that stove-pipe
back yonder?" replied the quickwitted merchant as he carefully
re-adjusted a huge quid in
his mouth. "Well, our country
needs presidents and congressmen who've got backbones the
size of that thar stovepipe. Right
now, at least one man in Washington fills the bill. His name is
William E. Borah, and he hails
from Idaho. This big nation of

ours would be better off if we had
more honest-to-goodness fighting
he-men like him. He's got guts.
You can't monkey with him."
There is a wealth of homespun
truth in what the worldly-wise
old storekeeper had to say. As we
reflect on the career of Mr. Borah,
we naturally ask how much he actually achieved during his long
tenure of office. Space permits us
to refer to only two of his many
accomplishments. In the first
place, Mr. Borah was an example
of sturdy uprightness-an example
not only to his colleagues but also
to the nation at large. He knew
the immense value of publicity;
yet no fairminded student of the
senator's long and hectic career
can justly accuse him of doing
what he did and saying what he
said merely for the sake of "making the front page." He used the
headlines in a determined effort
to achieve what he thought was
best for his country. In the second
place, Mr. Borah was a truly patriotic citizen of the United States
with every fibre of his being. He
was an American to the very core.
We were fortunate, indeed, in having in the Senate a man who believed with all his soul that it is
our bounden duty to keep out of
Europe's wars. Borah proclaimed
this conviction of his with logic
as clear as it was cutting. He saw
the viciousness of the Treaty of
Versailles at the very outset and

I
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did much to keep the Senate
from ratifying that document of
greed and vindictiveness. At the
same time, he realized that the
shortlived compact which the Germans formulated at Brest-Litovsk
after they had defeated Czarist
Russia was equally iniquitous and
that Woodrow Wilson's League of
Nations had TNT in its "innards." He knew and declared
that there is no such thing as disinterested friendship among nations.
It would be folly to deny that
there were imperfections and inconsistencies in the career of Mr.
Borah-imperfections and inconsistencies for which we, at the
present time, are unable to give
wholly satisfactory explanations.
We have, for example, not touched
upon the important roles he
played in a number of presidential
campaigns. But although we do
not know the why and the wherefore of some of his steps in the
field of party-politics, we have ample reason to believe that he was
always honest in his doings. On
more than one occasion we saw
that-to use the words of our
friend in the country-store-he had
a backbone as large as a stovepipe.
Although he never visited Europe
or Asia, his voice could cause
fluttering and trembling in the
chancellories of those continents.
Borah, the upright, Borah, the
outspoken, and Borah, the enig-

I

9

rna, will be missed-probably for
a very long time. Men of his type
are always few and far between.

The "Christian" Front
WHEN someone asked J. Edgar Hoover how the seventeen alleged plotters whom he apprehended a short time ago could
have staged a Fascist coup in a
city guarded by 18,000 policemen
and several regiments of the regular army, he replied, "It took
only twenty-three men to overthrow Russia."
We do not intend to try the
arrested men in the columns of
THE CRESSET; neither is it our
intention to venture a statement
as to the complicity or non-complicity of a widely known radio
orator whose name has frequently
been mentioned in connection
with the sensational case. But we
consider it our duty to speak out
vigorously against the flagrant
misuse of the word "Christian."
If the "Christian" Front, so called,
was planning to overthrow our
present government in order to
establish a Fascist regime, .it was
besmirching the name it chose to
emblazon on its banners. If the
movement sought to substitute the
lock step of totalitarianism for the
freedom which is the birthright
of every citizen of the United
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States, it was laying violent hands
on some of the very fundamentals
of true Christianity-because every
wide-awake student of history
knows that totalitarianism never
fails to make religion subservient
to the state. If the men who were
taken into custody had anti-Semitism as one of their aims, they were
surely bearing the wrong name;
for persecution and Christianity
do not go hand in hand-not even
in a concerted drive against the
unspeakable evils of Communism.
We admit that there is a genuine Christian front in this vale
of tears; but it is not made up of
deluded plotters, sharpshooters,
bomb-throwers, and rabble-rousers. It is composed of those who,
in season and out of season, find
lasting comfort in proclaiming
the old, old story of the boundless
love of Him who came to seek and
to save that which was lost. We
add that it is a front decidedly
non-political in character.

Partition Germany?
QNE of those ideas which
keeps bobbing up with an
uncomfortable frequency is the
thesis that Germany must be split
into a series of states to insure
peace to Europe and, in particular,
to France. Robert Dell, European
correspondent for the Nation, be-

lieves that Greater Germany has
been too long under the evil influence of Hegel and Fichte. Both of
these nineteenth-century philosophers, he holds, have had a profound effect on the development
of German characteristics which
have reached their apogee in the
maunderings of Herr Hitler. Robert Dell insists that the Germans
are heirs of a disturbing inferiority complex, a childish craving
for a Fuehrer, and an abnormal
lack of political sense, and that
the unification of Germany in
1871 intensified these faults to
such a degree that today Germany
insists on shedding blood to occupy a place in the economic sun.
"Germany is a pathological case
and as such needs pathological
treatment," Mr. Dell writes. "I
do not say that the German people will never change, but it will
take a long time to bring them to
sanity and civilization."
The solution of the present war
in Europe, according to Robert
Dell, would be the creation of an
autonomous neutral state in the
Rhineland and a split-up of the
German sheep into little flocks
with little Fuehrers at their head.
So speaks an influential observer
in the first of a series of articles
discussing possible peace treaties.
Such a proposal may, of course,
sound fantastic and utterly impossible. The idea of splitting a nation into states and counties
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militates against the rising and increasingly dangerous notion of the
deification of the state. Dell is one
of many present-day students of
contemporary affairs who recognize that the virus destroying
western civilization is nationalism.
Other words for nationalism are
selfishness, sel£-centeredness. A nation dedicated to the cause of na-

11

tionalism grows introverted, in the
end destroying itself by its own
self-generating disease. Nationalism is the original sin of the individual multiplied into national
proportions. Whatever can be
done to remove such a cancerous
growth should be applauded. One
must everlastingly distinguish between patriotism and nationalism.

Easter
The world may boast of gallant victories,
Or conquer with malicious, mean intent;
The victors still, with shallow might, must bow
Before the empty tomb, in silence bent!
The towers of triumph gained by selfish hands
Cannot abide! Our deepest soul is torn
By conquest over Death by Him who won
O'er darkest night the light of Easter Morn!
Though enemies' vile greed and hate and scorn
Are barriers awhile,-like the great stone
That sealed the Sepulchre,-beyond their grasp
The Power that broke the seal is on His throne!
Though men revile and crucify Him still,
And anguish echoes down from Cal vary,
Yet over all, the Cross of Christ proclaims
A ransom for each soul-His Victory!
Those scenes of suff'ring long has passed beyond
The Via Dolorosa's painful path,Still for all time His Word and deeds of Love
Shall bear our hearts above all fear and wrath;
Though living, working 'mid hostilities,
Yet can we ring our joyful Easter Bells
Across the Earth that Heaven's Day has dawned;That message which the Resurrection tells!
HATflE STADE DVOROVY

The
PILGRIM

By 0. P.

KRETZMANN

"All the trumpets sounded
for him on the other side"
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

Seven Words for Good Friday,
1940
Father, forgi-ve them; for they
know not what they do.

THIS was not the first mistake
Roman justice had made. . . .
Other innocent men had been
crucified and had protested their
innocence through lips swollen
with agony. . . . But here was
something new on a Roman cross.
... No cry of protest or of pain.
... Only a prayer that those who
were doing this thing to Him
might be forgiven .... When men

crucify their God they can expect
to hear something different. . . .
Nor had a voice like this been
heard at Athens or Rome or
Delphi. . . . Other men had
reached up into the Unknown;
now God Himself was reaching
into the Known. ...
His first word is His last prayer.
. . . It sweeps up to Heaven burdened as no other prayer in the
history of men .... Burdened with
sin . ... All the loneliness and hate
and terror of the centuries before
and after .... A man's sin is after
all limited by the time and space
allotted to him. . . . He is completely sin, but he has only seventy
years and a few square miles to
work out his sinfulness. . . . By
the cross, however, all sin is swept
up and placed on a hill beyond
Jerusalem. . . . Here totals meet .
. . . All sin, total sin; and all forgiveness, total forgiveness. . . .
The sum of man's years and man's
shame and the greater sum of
God's forgiveness and God's love.
1940.... This is our faith ....
A religion without forgiveness is
only the ghost of religion which
haunts the grave of dead faith and
lost hope .... No wisdom, no cuiture, no philosophy can give answer to the first need of man, the
need of a hand so strong that it
can break down the wall of separation between the two worlds in
which he must live and the need
of a heart so great that it can take
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all his sins into itself and still
have room for forgiveness . . . .
Surely one day this year-Good
Friday-these two matters, sin and
forgiveness, should be remembered. . . . With the breathlessness of approaching death a voice
too long unheard cries in the
shadow of the crosses we have
raised for ourselves and others:
"Father, forgive them; for they
know not what they do." ...

Today shalt thou be with Me in
Paradise.
We do not know the story of
the Penitent Thief. . . . Like all
of us, he had gone wrong; unlike
most of us, he had been caught.
. . . As all of us must, he saw his
life now, and at last, in one piece:
All that he might have been and
all that he had become .... God
gave him the last gift of the dying,
the full vision of the beginning
and the end.... Out of it, as so
often since that afternoon, came
the shy flower of his repentance:
"Lord, remember me when Thou
comest into Thy kingdom." . . .
He Who had just prayed for
pardon for His murderers cannot
turn away from a thief: "Today
shalt thou be with Me in Paradise." ... "Today." ... The word
falls, serene and sure, unshadowed
by doubt ... .
1940.... Men may argue end-
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lessly about eternity and speculate fruitlessly about the hereafter.
. .. Here it is, the inn of heaven
for two travelers who had met at
the crossing of the Way of Sorrows and the way of sin. . . . It
was already past noon .... Before
twilight they were friends, inseparable forever .... "With Me."...
"In Paradise." . . . God and a
thief.... God and we .... So He
will be kind to us at the last day.
. . . He knows what we are and
what we shall be .... Now we can
be content to wait until our own
day fades to its dim evening....
His voice will be the music of
bells at evensong, no longer from
a cross but from a throne, with
the warm immediacy and urgency
of a heaven nearer than we had
dared to hope.... "Today." ...

Woman, behold thy son! Behold
thy mother!
He had only another hour, but
Mary and John had a few more
years. . . . Standing at the gate
where the shadows end, He turns
for a moment to call back to two
who were still a little way down
the road ... . Life has a way of going on even beyond its crosses and
its Calvaries . . . . The last echo
of the lonely walking of God in
the ways of men .... He knew the
loneliness of crowds, the calling in
the night for the companionship
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of heaven, the dark and listening
hours of garden and hill. ... It
will be good to know in heaven
that His mother will not be alone
on earth ... .
1940.... The strange loneliness
of a world which moves in the
shadow of unreason and of death.
. . . Words to hide and walls to
separate.... Crowds and hate ... .
It shall not end with this .... A
head crowned with thorns and
universal kinghood bows down
again to the crowd that has no
home but His.... "Behold." ...
Since the cross, there is a fellowship so close that anyone of us can
with a word ask Him-and whole
flights of angels-to join us on the
way. . . . There is a legend that
in the years after Calvary Mary
would often kneel alone on the
summit of the hill in which were
still three holes and the marks of
an earthquake and below which
were still an empty grave and a
broken door. . . . That door is
still open ....

My God, My God, why hast Thou
forsaken Me?
There are few unique events in
history. . . . The same patterns
occur and recur. . . . Here, however, is a moment in the story of
man which is unique .... Suddenly on a Friday afternoon a man
was forsaken of God, cut off from

the living and the dead, utterly
and ultimately alone. . . . The
sudden
emptiness
in
those
shadowed eyes. . . . The sudden
flood of every sin of every soul
from Eden to Chicago, raging in
a broken heart. . . . It was then,
much more than afterward, that
He died... .
1940 .. .. You see, this is sin ....
It is not merely a matter of
murder and adultery and gossip .
. . . Something to do or not to
do .... It is always loneliness ....
It is cutting yourself off from God.
. .. It is a deliberate turning away
from truth, from goodness, from
heaven....
You see, this is redemption ....
All this He took into Himself,
alone there in the dark. . . . He
became sin for us .... A mystery?
. . . Yes, but only a part of the
great mystery which began in a
stable and was now ending on a
cross . ... Above His "Eli, Eli" was
the sound of tearing veils, of falling walls, of the glad crying of
those who now had a home again
after the long loneliness of sin....
They would continue to wander,
groping, stumbling, falling, in all
the black ways which men will
walk when they turn away from
God-to the counting-house, the
Maginot line, and the West-Wall.
... But there was a way back now,
beyond Jerusalem and beyond
thought and hope to the place
where the open arms of the cross
had become the gates of heaven.
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I thirst.
The first and last reflection of
the agony of crucifixion .... Perhaps He thought for a moment of
the time when, long ago, He had
said the same words. . . . To a
woman at a well in Samaria....
He had told her about the living
waters that would never fail. ...
Now He was bringing them to the
world. . . .
We cannot be very proud of
what happened then . . . . Some
one took a sponge, wet it with
vinegar, and held it to His lips ....
Perhaps it was better than nothing.... The world's last offering
to its King. . . . Humanity carelessly brushing the lips of its God
with vinegar....
1940.... If you have ever asked
for a glass of water, He belongs
to you . . .. "For we have not an
high priest which cannot be
touched with the feeling of our infirmities." ... He knows them all.
. . . There is no need through
which He has not made a path ....
Perhaps we are not very important. . . . But His complete
humanity makes Him the Lord of
little things .... The broken pencil of the child, the broken home,
the broken life-nothing is too
small or unimportant to Him
Who sees a sparrow fall, and here,
as He was saving the world, was
thirsty ....
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It is finished.
It was one of the tense moments
in history when time in some
strange manner feels more like
eternity. . . . There is always a
touch of that at the hour of death .
. . . At the death of the Son of
God in a world where nothing is
ever finished there was more than
a touch of eternity. . . . His cry
came from Calvary, but it had
echoed in the heart of God as He
watched the angel in the garden
close the gate upon the lost parents of a lost race .... The door
had closed, the children were
gone, the years of separation had
begun .... Now that had ended.
... He took the last step on the
world's altar-stairs, and eternity
was before Him. . . .
1940.... Here above all there
must be good theology. . . . You
see, this is atonement.... This is
the triumphant end of an infinite
plan which comes to perfect consummation when at the close of
the third hour the Author and
Finisher of our faith breaks the
silence with the news that His
quest has ended and the yearning
of His heart has been stilled . .. .
Nothing remains to be done ... .
Not for Him and not for us ... .
Only to believe. . . . Every hour
now in the passing of time, at the
deathbed, in cathedral, in chapel,
in metropolis, village, or wilderness, at the ends of the earth and
to the end of time, comes the
voice which has cried these nine-
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teen hundred years: "It is finished." ... You have nothing to
do but to believe....

Father, into Thy hands I commend My spirit.
Out where eternity begins ....
Only the broken sinew a_nd t~e
fallen head . . . . Heaven IS waiting. . . . The Cross is becoming
the Crown . . . .
1940.... The circumstances of
living may repeat themselves ....
One failure or success may teach
us how better to meet the next.
... But for the supreme event of
death, life furnishes no rehearsals.
. . . We can learn how to meet
it only from Him Who went
through the gates of death for us.
. . . Shakespeare looked at death
and wrote:
"Out, out, brief candle!
Life's but a walking shadow, a

poor player. .. .
. .. the tale of an idiot
Signifying nothing."
Goethe saw death and cried:
"Light, more light!" Anatole
France looked at it: "Draw the
curtain, the farce is played out."
. .. Now someone saw death as
it was and will be .... A gate, a
door, a beginning, and not an
end . . . .
On November II, a few years
ago, two men were standi?g in
London, waiting for the tollmg of
Big Ben in memory of those who
had died in the World War. . . .
The air was alive with the memory of the dead. . . . The lips
of the clergyman moved in prayer .
... His companion turned to him:
"Do you really believe in life after
death? That all these men are still
alive?" ... The preacher nodded.
His companion whispered: "Yours
must be a wonderful religion!"
It is .. . .

I
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For Easter 1940 an observer hails the dawn
of a new day of faith-a great opportunity for
the Church-

NOW ABIDETH
FAITH
0

By N. M.

0

0

YLVISAKER

ES, I know-that is not the
complete statement. Hope
and charity abide, too, and
the greatest of these is charity!
But faith comes first. And faith
is essential. It is primary, and it is
fundamental. Without faith, there
can be neither hope nor charitynot in the Christian sense. Nor
can there be a greater or a greatest. Only where faith exists and
where it persists can there be these
other virtues. And only then can
they prevail.
It is faith men have tried to take
away from us. And it is faith that
is being attacked now. Violently.
Persistently. Mercilessly. It has always been under fire. It always will
be. Till faith is translated into vision, into celestial experience.
Then charity will prevail. Forever
and ever.
But now abideth faith. Thank
God it still abides. Indeed, there
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is a resurgence of faith and a rebaptism of conviction, as there is
a renewal of appreciation for
things Christian. There is a rebirth of faith. Perhaps it has taken
a world cataclysm such as that
which has so suddenly overwhelmed us to bring it about. For
certainly all else has failed as the
world itself faces its own disillusionment.
It was Dr. J. Gresham Machen
who, fifteen years ago, during a
great controversy in which he
fought so valiantly for the Christian faith, wrote his really remarkable book, What Is Faith. He
was at swords' points with Modernist theology, which so insidiously had wormed its way into the
classrooms and pulpits of Christendom. And he was being ridiculed and maligned for venturing
forth in the battle for fundamental truths of the Christian faith
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against the pragmatism of the liberal school of theologians. Like a
prophet he spoke: "We look not
for a mere continuation of spiritual conditions that now exist, but
for an outburst of new power; we
are seeking in particular to arouse
youth from its present uncritical
repetition of current phrases, into
some genuine examination of the
basis of life; and we believe that
Christianity flourishes not in darkness, but in the light. A revival of
the Christian religion, we believe,
will deliver mankind from its present bondage, and, like the great
revival of the sixteenth century,
will bring liberty to mankind.
Such a revival will be not the work
of man) but the work of the Spirit
of God. But one of the means
which the Spirit will use, we believe, is an awakening of the intellect. The retrograde, anti-intellectual movement called Modernism,
a movement which really degrades
the intellect by excluding it from
the sphere of religion, will be overcome, and thinking will again
come to its rights. The new Reformation ... will be accompanied
by a new Renaissance" (p. 18).
And then he presented, in the
spirit of the honesty of the Scriptures, the gospel message of faith,
faith in the grace of God brought
to us by the merits of Jesus Christ.
The ground covered is the familiar presentation which begins with
sin and man's fall and proceeds by

showing the Scripture's way out
through repentance, conversion, or
regeneration, justification, sanctification, and glorification. Fearlessly Dr. Machen championed
again the central truth of Scripture: "Scripture alone, grace alone,
and faith alone." It was while defending this truth that he went
home to glory.
At that time Modernism and
Liberalism occupied the seats of
power in the theological world.
And Evolutionism ruled supreme
in the classrooms of natural science.
There seemed so little immediate likelihood of deliverance. Faith
stemed to be dying, and Christianity was considered to be all but
dead. Machen and men like him
were laughed out of court or ignored. The twilight of the great
apostasy was upon the earth.

Retreat
And still, only a few years later,
the world of thought is startled to
see a great scholar like Dr. Walter
Lowrie step out boldly to declare,
in the introduction to his monumental book on "Soren Kierkegaard," the Danish religious and
Christian philosopher:
"According to Brandes it was
deplorable that Soren Kierkegaard
had no appreciation of the great
and fruitful thought of his day,
such as the progress of human culture, the intellectual conquests of
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science, the proof of God from
nature, the doctrine of political
liberalism. He hazards the guess
that if Soren Kierkegaard had
lived till Darwin's time he would
have ridiculed his doctrine. Very
likely-but this suspicion does not
seem so dreadf.ul now, when everybody has abandoned that doctrine.
'Kierkegaard neither can nor will
understand,' says Brandes, 'that
history of modern literature is
identical with its deliverance from
the moral and religious conceptions of tradition.' In fact, it was
in the twilight of all these gods
which Brandes worshipped that
Soren Kierkegaard's position began to be appreciated."
And again:
"Evidently Soren Kierkegaard is
a dangerous author, and those who
wish to stand pat had better not
meddle with him. With respect to
Christianity especially he has
posited sharply the eitherjor. His
exposition of what Christianity essentially is he has made so clear,
so uncompromising, and so convincing that every attempt to
evade the dilemma is frustrated,
every mediating solution, every
'this as well as that,' rigorously
excluded. Soren Kierkegaard is
hardly responsible for the fact that
the theological liberalism of a generation ago is now antiquated, but
he is an accomplice, and Harnack's
once celebrated essay on 'The Essence of Christianity' seems m-,
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credibly trivial when one has read
Soren Kierkegaard." (Italics mine.
Y.) (Quotations from Lowrie's
Soren Kierkegaard-pp. 3, 4, 5.)
And now, suddenly, unexpectedly, almost unbelievably, Modernism and Liberalism andEvolutionism are in full retreat, a retreat
which is taking on every semblance of a rout. Like the Russians before the amazing Finns,
this year of our Lord 1940, liberalists are tumbling over each other
in their frenzied efforts to reestablish themselves, to reinforce
their untenable positions, or to
retire to new positions of vantage
where the haughty dogmatism of
last year has given place to a confused theistic religious conception
which is neither the Modernism
of yesteryear, nor the Humanism
of yesterday, all the while that it
is as yet not the Christianity of
the eternal gospel of Jesus Christ,
either.
The hopeless confusion of modernistic Liberalism into which yesterday's theology had fallen is perhaps nowhere more clearly revealed than in the illuminating
series of articles which have recently appeared in the columns of
The Christian Century. Here
the editor, who could never be
accused of being conservative or
orthodox, parades a group of
greater and lesser lights in today's
religious world and lets them try
to square with a radically changed
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religious outlook "how their
minds have changed" the past ten
years. There you will find such
startling topics as these: "Barth
Rethinks Barthianism"; "On the
Road"; "From Philosophy to
Revelation"; "Ten Years That
Shook My World"; "No Need for
Panic"; "It Is Belief That Matters."
Some of these writers confess
very readily the change that has
come into their thinking on the
religious realities of life. Some
have gone a long way back on the
road that leads to Christ. Some
have reached their Canossa and
stand there waiting for someone,
they know not whom, to open the
door of truth. And some there are
who still stubbornly, seemingly
against better convictions, and certainly against the evidence of the
abiding quality of Christian faith,
persist in their epistemological approach to Bible interpretation
which is leading them farther and
farther away from the truth that
saves.
But faith abides. How startlingly true that is; And how wellfounded the conviction that, even
though a world falls into ruin,
faith, Christian faith, abides and
will abide! Forever and ever.
It has remained for a world in
utter confusion and in chaotic despair to show us that. And this is
one of the miracles of a day when
disaster is coupled with denial,

and denial stands face to face
again with-truth.

Advance
Perhaps it was the rediscovery of
Soren Kierkegaard and his Christian dialectics which started the
avalanche. Perhaps Karl Barth
with his emphasis on the transcendent majestic glory of God
made his contribution. In any
event, there has come renewed incentive for a restudy and a reevaluation of fundamental Christian
truth: revelation, sin, the person
of Christ, justification, sanctification, the Kingdom of God and the
Communion of Saints. And from
this study there has emerged a
reversal of position and a restatement of opinion which in theology
can be classified as nothing short
of revolutionary.
No American Reformed theologian has revealed the revolutionary change that has taken
place more convincingly, perhaps,
than Dr. Edwin Lewis of Drew
Theological Seminary. An avowed
liberal a few years ago, he has undergone a change in his religious
thil].king so radical as to startle
even himself. Philosophic in his
earlier approach, he has now come
to see the Christian gospel as revelation, and humbly now he returns from the land of the religious prodigal to set forth The
Faith We Declare as a ringing
challenge, to his Church and all
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liberal-minded Churches, to proclaim again the faith of the Fathers in a Creed in harmony with
Christian faith. His Declaration
is not in complete harmony with
Christian faith as our Church confesses it; but it reveals that a
transforming change has taken
place.
But it is when we turn to Europe, so tragically torn by fratricidal strife and so utterly confused
and lost in its newly adopted
pagan ideologies, that the startling change in theological thinking becomes most manifest. Here,
in the presence of a denial of
Christian truth more complete
than any other in history, a new
and courageous and heroic faith
has been in the making, a faith
which bears the convincing mark
of persecution and martyrdom.
We are not thinking of Barth or
Brunner or Gogarten or Thurneysen, much as they have influenced
the theology of post-war Europe.
Human speculation has been
given too much freedom to make
their theology stand the test of
eternity.
But we are thinking of two men
particularly who appeared, the
one in Switzerland, the other in
Germany just prior to that unhappy country's venture into the
realms of the heathen ideologies
which now are threatening it with
moral and spiritual, if not political, destruction. Who can read Dr.
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Adolph Koberle's The Quest for
Holiness without discovering
again in their true relation the
cardinal doctrines of Scripture:
justification and sanctificationand without wondering at the
grace and mercy of God who again
permits these doctrines to shine
into the engulfing darkness of
heathendom with such penetrating clarity and with such regenerating power? Here you have the
central Christian doctrine of forgiveness of sins proclaimed with
power and conviction, and here is
set forth with illuminating discrimination the meaning of a life
lived in the forgiveness of sins.
And where in recent times has
the nature and character of the
Lutheran faith been presented
with greater conviction than has
been done by Dr. Herman Sasse
of the University of Erlangen in
his book, Here We Stand, translated and published in America
just prior to the second world war,
as if to proclaim to the world that
even though paganism may have
become recognized by governmental decree as the religion of new
Germany in its totalitarianism and
authoritarianism, there still are
countless thousands even there
who have now made Luther's confession their own and are willing
to die rather than lose their faith
in the Christ of God's revealed
Word.
That such revolutionary
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changes are at work also in England and Scotland seems evident
if one reads a volume such as
Canon Roger Lloyd's Revolutionary Religion, in which the Canon
of Winchester proclaims: that the
Church's task, in the face of the
onrushing scourge of Communism
and Fascism, is to "produce Christians and not Christian programs"; that "the Christian revolution comes by conversion rather
than by the Church's immersion
into the secular fields of politics
and economics"; that the characteristic activity of the Church "lies
in worship and evangelism, not in
politics"; and, best of all, that its
real mission "is to give a man the
gospel of Christ."
Striking it is, too, to notice the
change that is coming over the
Scandinavian countries, officially
Lutheran and Christian by virtue
of a state religion which by governmental decree says, You are a
Christian. Here, too, Modernism
held court at the University of
Oslo, for instance, only to face
through the years a stubborn opponent in the Independent Theological seminary ("Menigheds fakultetet"). More recently the return to vital Christianity has been
more pronounced. It has permeated large sections of the
Church of Norway. It is apparent
in many of the new theological
books which have been marketed.
One of the most promising of

the theological writers to appear
in a generation is a young parish
pastor, Olav Valen-Sendstad. He
came to public attention with the
publication of a brilliant analytical criticism of Karl Barth, bearing
the title, The Pantheistic Theology of Karl Barth-a title which
describes well the contents of the
book. This has been followed by
a series of theological volumes,
dogmatical in content: Reconciled
with God, The Thorn in the Flesh,
The Myth about the Free Will,
justified by Faith. They are conservative, positive to a degree.
justified by Faith, for instance,
presents the doctrine of justification in the most approved
fashion of conservative Lutheran
dogmatics and with a conviction
which must be extremely disturbing to a school of thought whicj:J.
has believed that such conservatism had finally been completely
outmoded. The passion of Pastor
Valen-Senstad's conviction is indeed the more remarkable since
Liberalism has for a generation
gone to such pains to undermine
true Lutheranism in the State
Church of his country. But, as
so often happens, the cycle seems
to have been completed, and now
conservative Lutheranism is again
courageously to the fore, heralding
its return with the most positive
presentation of the central doctrine of Christianity which we
have read in recent years.
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Tomorrow
The mind and heart of man
may rise up in rebellion against
the truths of God's holy Word,
but the gospel and the faith it proclaims still prevail. Kingdoms may
fall and the world itself be destroyed, but saving faith in Jesus
Christ still abides. Scoffers may
laugh and blasphemers revile the
Word of God and faith in its
promises. God is still God, and
faith in His promised grace can
never fail. When the darkness
from men's sins becomes too great,
God parts the overhanging clouds
to let His mercy shine through
again, and seeing it men discover
anew that the age-old truths of
His Word are the only guides,
after all, which will lead safely
through to that experience which
is concluded in the forgiving presence of God. There His abundant
grace is the all-sufficient saving
cure, and His grace is all wrapped
up in the redemptive work of His
Son Jesus Christ.
The other day I was given a rare
privilege. I sat at the bedside of
a sick friend and counsellor, for
years the leading professor of philosophy at a great university,
where he had been my teacher.
Helpless and feeble he lay. Gone
was the physical strength of former years, but not the strength of
mind and soul which had made
him the scholar and man he is. In
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his heart, as I sat there, there
dwelt, I knew, a great faith. And
it was this common faith that had
cemented our friendship. I shall
cherish till the end of life the
confession of faith he published
in a recent book, for to me it is
another evidence that "faith
abides." Thus did he write:
"Even if every other American
were an angel, and his conscience
pure as driven snow, or if not
every American, then at least every
American professor of philosophy
except myself, it would still hold
true of me that I stand in need
of a religion of pardon and grace,
of a religion which offers and effects a relationship to a divine
reality that can reconstruct the integrity of personality. As a child
I was told that I needed such a
religion, but I did not at first understand this to be so; later I came
to understand it. And now at the
age of sixty, having spent a lifetime in the use of such powers of
reflection as I have, and in the
exploration of myself through experience, through the nature of
my occupation fortunately free
from any finite bonds tying me to
an institutional loyalty or to a
dogmatic adherence, I still know
no better than what my mother
told me was and is the simple
truth. But one thing is certain:
no man who approaches the Godidea from any other standpoint
than from the standpoint of his
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own moral imperfection, will ever
have occasion to know the height
and breadth and depth of the love
of God, which passeth all understanding."
Some of us have perhaps lived
long enough to have seen and experienced these revolutionary convulsions which have changed the
world and can change us. And so
we have learned to appreciate that
even when the darkness of chaotic
despair fills the earth as it does
today, faith can still abide and
does. Men still come back from
their long, fruitless search for selfish satisfaction to the only truth
that can satisfy and save. They discover that this truth has been here
all the while and that it was they

and not truth which changed. At
last the hard lesson of life is
learned, that "before God" man
must, if he is to be God's at all,
divest himself of everything that
he thought he personally possessed.
He must give up "his all," in order
that "God's all" may be his instead. So we "give Him our all,"
in order that "He may give us His
all." And "His all" comes to us in
Christ Jesus, His Son, who is God's
"all-in-all," as He will be our inclusive all when, in the complete
bankruptcy of our own sufficiency,
we believe in Him and become
His, forever and ever.
And so faith in Him abidesand hope, and charity, too.

War and the Citizen
"The ethics of international politics are precisely those
of the gangster, the pirate, the swindler, the bad bold
baron. The exemplary citizen can indulge in vicarious
criminality, not only on the films, but also in the field of
international relations .. . Submissive to the wife, kind to
the children, courteous to the neighbors, the soul of honesty in business, the good citizen feels a thrill of delight
when his country 'takes a strong line,' 'enhances its prestige,' 'scores a diplomatic victory,' 'increases its territory'in other words when it bluffs, bullies, swindles and steals."
-ALDOUS HUXLEY.
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vaniemi, Finland:
The cold numbs the brain in this
Arctic hell, snow sweeps over the
darkened wastes, the winds howl and
the temperature is 30 below zero....
I reached the spot just after the battle ended. It was the most horrible
sight I had ever seen. As if the men
had been suddenly turned to wax,
there were two or three thousand
Russians and a few Finns, all frozen
in fighting attitudes. Some were
locked together, their bayonets within each other's bodies; some were
frozen in half-standing positions;
some were crouching with their arms
crooked, holding the hand-grenade!i
that they were throwing; some were
lying with their rifles shouldered,
their legs apart. There also was a
Russian Colonel with a bayonet
which he obviously had taken from a
soldier beside him. Some were frozen
kneeling with their hands covering
their faces. . . . Their bodies were
like statues of men throwing all their
muscles and strength into some work,
but their faces recorded something
between bewilderll\ent and horror.

THE

ALEMBIC
By

THEODORE

GRAEBNER

"The world cares little for
anything a man has to utter
that has not previously been
distilled in the alembic of
his life."
HOLLAND, Gold-Foil

~Matchless Reporting marks
the work of the newspaper-men in
the battle areas of Finland. The
Pilgrim last month took note of
the marvelous word pictures by
which the fighting in sub-zero
temperatures has been etched
upon the mind of this generation
of newspaper-readers. Possibly
there never was such fighting as
this; there certainly never was
such reporting. On Christmas Eve,
James Aldridge wrote from Ro-

Then the Russian captives.
Shall we ever be able to forget
those rag-covered feet, those frozen
hands, and the looks of terror as
these wretches expected to be lined
up and riddled with bullets? Or
the dozen prisoners who were
marched into a barracks in which
the Finnish soldiers were celebrating Christmas with a tree and gift
packages? The prisoners looked on
stolidly, all except two who wept
silently as the Christmas hymns
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were being sung. "They remembered something of the Christmas
story and Christmas services, being
older men, from pre-Bolshevist
times."

~We Take You to China.
The Church Committee for China
Relief has a girl reporter, Miss
Joy Homer (youngest daughter of
Madame Louise Homer, opera
star) who has just returned from
China and who brings with h er
stories that should place her in
line for the Pulitzer Prize for
expert reporting. Writing for the
Relief Committee (at 105 East
22nd Street, New York) she takes
us to the flood areas of Northern
China where she travelled by train
over washed-out embankments
and creaking temporary bridges
supported by junks. The railroad
embankments were covered by
thousands and thousands of refugees.
These refugees slept under the
cars on sidings. They put up matsheds, acres of mat-sheds, crowding
the high ground about the railroad
station. They scrambled for shreds
of bark to eat, which had fallen from
loads of logs. Low, slanting matsheds eight feet long and tw~ . or
three feet high shelter whole fam1hes.
Once when the train stopped beside a mat-shed city, a group of
refugee children began crow~ing u_p
to the windows, awkward m their
new role of beggars. Up and down
the length of the train, windows

opened, and bits of food, coppers,
and even clothing, were handed
down to the ragged little destitutes.
To the smallest boy in the crowd
we threw a dime. His face turned
radiant and he rushed away with his
prize, back to his mother's side only
a few yards away. The mother was
upset for fear her son had not
thanked us properly. We could see
her showing him just how the correct bow should be made. Then she
sent him back and he bowed reverently before our train window.
Now, these people actually live
(or lived-since this happened two
months ago), these thousands under the straw-mattings raised three
feet from the ground, this mother
and her small son who had been
given a dime and who had made
the correct bow.
Such reporting is worth a hundred thousand dollars to the China
Relief fund. And it is worth some
space in a magazine that strives
to record the best in contemporary
literature, more especially as it
affects the Christian viewpoint.

~We Take You to Slovak~a.
This is part of Czechoslovakia,
now embodied in Nazi Germany.
In the city of Madra a meeting
was held between the conquerors
and local civic leaders. The story
of the meeting is told in Cirkevne
L isty (Church Letters), the official
organ of the Lutheran Church of
Slovakia. Rev. Adam Valencik of
Lakewood, Ohio, supplies the
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translation into English as it appeared in the Courier for January,
1940. The reporter in this case is
a Lutheran pastor, J. D-r. I have
read the report twice, parts of it
many times, and I believe the
readers of this column will appreciate this absolutely authentic
story of a conversation with Nazi
officers. Nothing has so convinced
me of the irreconcilable conflict
of Nazi ideology with the Christian religion. Imagine for the
time being that all you have
heard and read about the antagonism of the Hitler regime to the
church is based on libel, is based
on Jewish propaganda-or since
the German Jews can no longer
speak-on "British lies." It is
possible that you will not sense
the utter truthfulness of the story
told by Rev. D-r. I will let you be
the judge. This, literally, is the
record submitted by the Lutheran
pastor.
The officers spoke with admirable
frankness and sincerity on topics of
politico-military interest as well as
on questions of religion.
We began with Luther. Their
opinion of him: He was a genius,
a great German, a nationalist. We
approve the fact (they said) that he
translated into German the most
widely read book, that he urged the
church service to be conducted in
German, that he enriched German
literature and culture as no other
man. But we reproach him for not
understanding the social problems;
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he sent the nobility against the
peasant to shoot, crush, and destroy
them.
I defended Luther, stating that in
the first place Luther was a religious
personality. As a reformer of the
church he was faced with such a
gigantic task that it was impossible
for him to fully attend to the social
problems; that when he urged German cities and the noblemen to
build schools, to take care of poor
children and the poor element, he
did render a great social service. As
to the question of the peasants uprising, it should be noted that
neither did the peasants act in a
very peaceloving manner, etc.-

Throughout the conversation
the ideal of the German nationality was the all-controlling,
all-enveloping concept, beside
which nothing, absolutely nothing, counts.
They blame Protestantism for
dividing Germany into two hostile camps which clashed several
times and thus again led to the
Kampf der Deutschen gegen
Deutsche. At the beginning of the
Thirty Years War there were
15,000,000 Germans. When it
ended, there were only 6,000,000
left. They said:
We admit that Protestantism
fought in self-defense. But nevertheless there was a definite problem
even in the Thirty Years War. And
Protestantism, as a newer world
movement, should have found a way
of solving this problem (religious
freedom) in some other manner than
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by the Kampf der Deutschen gegen
Deutsche.

~ Niemoeller. This, however, raised the question of Niemoeller and his associates, who
fought valiantly for Germany during the World War. Why are these
and also Catholics sent to the
concentration camps?
The officers said that they did
not doubt that Niemoeller and
his associates are good Germans;
but these people are now in prison
for reasons good and sufficient to
the Nazi government. And what
are these? The German officers
are again quoted:
The Nazis have no use for Jews,
not even those who have been
Christianized. A Jew, even though
baptized, still has Jewish blood, a
Jewish spirit, and we wish to completely rid Germany of the Jews.
Niemoeller, on the other hand, declared: "I carefully examine every
prospective Jewish convert, whether
his conversion is motivated by conviction or merely opportunism. If I
find that it is from conviction, I accept him, because the Gospel of Christ
is the power of God unto salvation to
everyone that believeth, to the Jew,
and also to the Greek." You see (said
the German officers), to Niemoeller
the Gospel of Christ means more than
the national socialistic ideology, and
that must not be!
Secondly: Through sterilization we
wish to purge the German nation of
unhealthy, undeveloped people, of
cripples, in order that within a few

decades we shall be a nation of
healthy, strong people, unencumbered by any disease. Here again
Niemoeller opposes such provisions
of care and claims that God has definite aims with both the miserable
and the cripples.
Thirdly, Niemoeller acknowledges
Hitler to be a great statesman, a
diplomat, and is even willing to respect him as the head of the state.
But he does not accept him as the
supreme authority. That to him is
God. Whereas we, according to national socialistic ideology, demand
that everyone in Germany recognizes
Hitler as the first authority. Er ist
unser Fuehrer, er ist unser Heiland,
er ist unser Helfer und Erloeser.
("He is our Leader, he is our Savior,
he is our Helper and Deliverer").
I am submitting the above with
a two fold purpose in mind: 1) it
presents (I believe) a rare close-up
of the theories which are summed
up under Nazi ideology; and 2)
it is submitted to readers who do
not agree with our own opinion of
Nazism with the request that they
compare this (in our opinion absolutely authentic) record of a conversation in Slovakia in 1939 with
the facts as they will be revealed
after censorship and propaganda
are a thing of the past, when this
war is ended.

~The

Puritan and the Indian. America, too, has had its

"old, unhappy days" and "battles
long ago," and we owe much ac-
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curate information, especially regarding the injustices done the
American Indian, to Mr. C. Hale
Sipe of the Pittsburgh and Butler
Bars; Member of the Historical
Society of Pennsylvania; Author
of "The Indian Wars of Pennsylvania," and "The Indian Chiefs
of Pennsylvania."
If you think that history is uninteresting, or that volumes three
and four inches thick, like those
just mentioned, contain food only
for the mind of the scholar, you
are mistaken.
Mr. Sipe brings out the sharp
contrast between the humane,
Christian treatment which the Indians received from the German
colonists in Pennsylvania and the
pitiable lot of the American
savages when they met the Puritans in New England. Mr. Sipe
calls the Indian policy of the
Puritans "atrocious." He then
draws up this indictment:
The Indian had no rights that the
Puritans felt they should respect.
The Indian, according to their view,
was a "heathen" who should be "exterminated." There is truth in the
statement that, when the Puritans
came to the shores of New England,
"they fell upon their knees, then
upon the aborigines." They subjected the corpse of King Philip to
horrible indignities and are said to
have exposed his head at Plymouth
for twenty years. They sold his wife
and little son into slavery. To quote
Edward Everett Hale: "An Indian
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princess and her child were sold from
the wild freedom of a New England
forest, to gasp under the lash beneath the blazing sun of the tropics."
Accordingly, Mr. Sipe declares that
to boast of Puritan ancestry "is a
privilege to be used in moderation."
He next makes reference to the fact
that Puritan clergymen gloried in
the extinction of the Indian, believing that it was "a Christian duty to
exterminate the heathen." As a class,
these clergymen of a religion that
was a mixture of piety and cruelty
and that was full of the terrors of
God-full of legalism but not containing enough of the love of the
Galilean-were iron-clad theologians,
great lovers of reprobation and
damnation, who would have thought
nothing of the perdition of a universe or two and of throwing themselves in along if the logic of their
theological system demanded it.
They were inexorable Jonahs on
whom the Lord would have wasted
a whole wilderness of gourds in an
effort to reconcile them to the sparing of Nineveh. Contrast these characters who played such a prominent
part in the early history of New
England, with such characters in
early Pennsylvania history as the
Rev. John Campanius, Swedish
Lutheran, and William Penn.

An oft-quoted letter by Cotton
Mather indicates the sentiment
with which the Puritans viewed
the Quakers and others who did
not accept the Puritan type of religion. But this letter provokes
another thought: If the Puritans
had succeeded in capturing Wil-
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liam Penn and his "ungodly crew"
and had sold the great Quaker
into slavery in the West Indies for
a few sacks of sugar and a few
barrels of rum, the cause of religious liberty in this Western
World might have been set back
a century or more. Mr. Sipe relates
in detail the justice and fairness
which marked the treaties of the
German settlers in William Penn's
colony with the Indian tribes, and
quotes with approval Penn's statement:
While, in other colonies, the Indians were treated very little better
than dogs, whom every blackguard
might kick and cuff, to the exceeding
diversion of the white Christians, in
Pennsylvania it was enacted that 'the
Persons and Rights of the Indians
should be held Sacred'; and that no
man, whatever his rank or fortune,
should affront or wrong an Indian,
without incurring the same penalty
as if he had committed the trespass
against the proprietor himself.
Between this treatment of the
Indian natives, based on the principle that Indians and whites
"might live friendly together as
brethren," and the policy of the
Puritan, not to speak of the atrocities of the Spanish conquerors in
the Southwest and in Mexico, is a
difference which goes deeper than
nationality. It must be accounted
for by the different conceptions of
Christianity as represented by
Luther, Calvin, and Torquemada.

~ American

Ancestor Worshipers. I have just quoted Mr.
Sipe's reference to the boast
of Puritan ancestry-which brings
to mind a most intriguing development in American history:
the new interest of Americans in
their own past, in particular that
profound and zealous devotion to
ancestors which has lately become
a cult. Writing in the South Atlantic Quarterly, Mr. J. 0. Hertzler tells us a little about this new
dynamic interest in genealogies
and genealogical societies. Mr.
Hertzler has established the existence of 118 so-called patriotic societies chiefly devoted to the cult
of the colonial and earlier ancestors. Everybody knows about
the D.A.R., but there are more
exclusive societies, like the Decendants of Signers of the Declaration of Independence, and the society to which only descendants
of the farmers who fought in the
Battle of Lexington have entreethe most exclusive in America.
Almost as exclusive are the
"Scions of Colonial Cavaliers,"
composed of "Palatines" and
"Landgraves" who are descendants
of British nobles who fought for
Charles I against Cromwell. And
these super-aristocrats are Americans.
A tremendous impetus has thus
been given to genealogical research and genealogical societies.
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A single one of these tabulations,
the Genealogical Director of 1931,
lists 536 family associations, that
is, associations compiling the authentic genealogies of families, and
250 professional genealogists. In
1932 there were sixty-two periodicals in this country devoted to this
subject. Mr. Hertzler philosophizes about the origin of this
trend. He believes that it is due to
the confusion and insecurity which
has entered the older wealth of
our country, producing a skepticism about the present and a
pessimism about the future.
Henceforth, the tomorrows are
likely to be increasingly uncertain
and problematical. "The population elements that had generation after generation provided the
pioneers now turned to their past.
The future had lost much of its
glow; the past alone was secure."
There came a tremendous invasion of foreign stock, Mediterranean, Slav, and Asiastic-in ten
years nine millions-diluting the
older American pioneer culture
and by their prolific birth rate
putting the older stocks on the
defensive. Unconsciously and silently, the older stocks took refuge
in their past and "reveled in the
sense of ancient dignities."
There is something pitiful
about this glorying in ancestors.
The only claims to distinction that
many of these ancient worthies
have is that they were caught,
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often against their will, in some
event that turned out to have
some historical significance, and
that they reproduced consistently
and abundantly. It may also be
stated with assurance that those
ancestors who played the stellar
role in entirely justifiable public
hangings are rarely used as objects of worship.

~The

Cocktail Hour. Only
another mechanism, like the futilities of the builders of family
trees, though not nearly so harmless. Let me take for granted that
the regular dousing of the stomach
linings with Martinis, Side Cars,
Manhattans, Bacardis, and Planter's Punch can have only harmful
effects on that organ, not to speak
of the more remote but no less
certain effects upon liver and kidneys, the heart, the veins and arteries. But I here have in mind the
destructive results of the cocktail
habit on the social relationships,
chiefly upon conversation.
I have taken notice of this particularly at public dinner or supper affairs. There is a club to
which I have occasional entree,
which exists mainly to meet at
dinner parties given in honor of
some famous visitor to St. Louis.
These affairs register an attendance of six or eight hundred. They
are given at some good hotel.
Previous to the dinner and lecture,
the guests frequent the bars, tap
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rooms, and taverns connected with
the hotel, and imbibe cocktails,
from one to three per person. The
result is a complete destruction of
the grace of conversation.
The voices are all raised above
normal. Talk is very rapid. It is
incessant, the result being such a
Babel of sound that one has to
shout in order to be understood by
the neighbor nearest to one's elbow. It is a terrific experience. I
don't say that the quantity of
alcohol consumed is sufficient to
loosen the bonds of decent behavior. Nothing of the kind. But
there is just enough of a breakdown of inhibitions to cause people to talk continuously, to talk
at the top of their voices, and to
engage in the most odious crossfire questions, exclamations, interruptions, all mixed with a hideous
clatter of tableware and dishes as

the meal proceeds. It is quite evident that to those who have partaken of two or three cocktails
nothing of all this is noticeable;
they are part of the racket and
unconscious of it. And if you wish
to act on the impulse of making
some derogatory remark about St.
Louis society, just listen in on a
banquet of the Four Hundred best
families at the Stevens or the
Palmer House or any of your popular hotels in Minneapolis, Kansas
City, Cleveland, New York. Where
the cocktail habit comes in, enjoyable companionship goes out the
window. The post-cocktail banquet provides sound effects that
would win high sponsorship for
some radio hour featuring these incredible noises-in my opinion
more excruciatingly funny than
the wisecracks of the most popular
comedian on the air.

Culture and Education
"Culture is not conterminous with education. It presupposes, above all things, an attitude of mind. One cannot be born cultured, for culture implies a process endured, an experience undergone; but one can be born
either more, or less, susceptible of culture. Henry James
stated somewhere the necessity for the aspirant writer
of being a 'young person on whom nothing is lost.' That
is, surely, the first duty of the man or woman who would
be cultured."-KATHERINE FuLLERTON GEROULD.
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Alinari Photo

This early representation of the Ho.ly Supper was executed The picture is in Fra Angelico's most de\'otional style. Note
between 1436 and 1439 for the Church of San Marco in the excellent expression which he has put into the hands of
Florence. At the extreme left the figure of the Virgin has the disciples.
been added.
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Anderson Photo

Duccio, who has given us this painting of the "Foot-washing," was a Sienese primitive painter who influenced Italian
painting in a very large degree_ The picture is found in the
Chapel of the Town Hall in Siena and was painted about
the year 1302-
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Mansell Photo

Giovanni Bellini was an important Venetian painter " ·ho
lived about 1430 to 1516. He helped to create the magnificant, richly colored style of Venice. Mante~na's influence is

very strong in this picture of "The Agony in the Garden."
It is preserved in the National Gallery of London . Note the
excellent draftsmanship and landscape work.
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Perugino originally went to Rome in 1481 in order to work
in the Sistine Chapel of the Vatican. Part of his decoration
was destroyed to make room for Michelangelo's "Last Judgement." At least four of his great paintings still remain in
the Sistine Chapel. This picture of "Christ in the Garden,"
is at present in the Academy at Florence.
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This picture of the "Denial of Peter" is another of the
masterpieces by Duccio. With ru.re skill he has placed the
head of Peter into the exact center of the painting and has
given the accusing maid a special frame in the doorway.

I_ __

Titian is one of the greatest masters of painting and was
the head of the brilliant Venetian school. He lived to be
nearly one hundred years old and during all of this time he
maintained his leadership. His famous painting, "Christ
Crowned with Thorns," was originally made for the Church
of the Salute in Venice. It is now preserved in the Museum
at Munich.
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Tintoretto was a contemporary of Titian in the Venetian
School. His one ambition was " the drawing of Michelangelo
and the color of Titian." He used to draw at night , by the
light of a lantern, in order to obtain strong shadows. This
painting, "The Carrying of the Cross," was exewtcd for
the Scuola di San Rocco in 1563.

Tiepolo was the most important painter of .the eighteenth
century. His output of work was enormous and always brilliant. The grouping in this picture is nearly perfect. Notice
particularly the dog who stands before Tiepolo himselfthe man at the extreme left-viewing the Saviour's distress.
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been boring beyond measure, some
have been endurable, some have
been praiseworthy, and some have
been edifying. But never have I
listened to and written about recitals more thrilling and more
edifying than those given by Mr.
Hayes and Miss Anderson. No
matter how scrupulously one may
strive to temper enthusiasm with
circumspection and cold judgment, the transcendent artistry of
these two singers compels the use
By WALTER A. HANSEN
of the most forceful term known
to the vocabulary of praise. It
Four Richly Gifted Negro Artists would be sheer cowardice to bogAre Discussed.
gle at the long-suffering adjective
"great" merely because it is so frequently misapplied.
If you will pardon the introduction of a personal note, I shall ath More than one well-qualified tempt to give a partial description
,;· critic has expressed the con- of my own reaction the first time I
viction that singers of the first heard Mr. Hayes.
Before attending the recital, I
magnitude are scarcer today than
they were twenty or thirty years had read more than one statement
ago. I do not know whether they to the effect that time, inexorable
are right or wrong; but I do know in its workings, had already begun
that four of the most glorious to lay its heavy hand on the favoices of recent years are possessed mous tenor's voice; but after I had
by Negroes. I have no explanation heard him sing only one song, I
to offer. I merely state the incon- knew that, vocal deterioration or
trovertible fact that Roland Hayes, no vocal deterioration, I had come
tenor, Marian Anderson, contral- under the spell of artistry at its
to, Paul Robeson, bass, and Doro- best and greatest. The singing was
thy Maynor, soprano, are endowed suffused with intense feeling, imwith vocal ability such as is rarely pregnated with deep understanding, and filled with moving power.
bestowed upon man or woman.
There were no stunts. There
I have heard and reviewed scores
of concerts. Some of them have was no claptrap. No, there was

MUSIC
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Music Makers
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nothing specious or superficial in
Mr. Hayes' readings. His diction
was a joy to the ear. To listen to
his tastefully constructed program
was like watching the slow unfolding of rich and delicately woven
tapestries. One's mind was constantly being engaged by new
beauties of color and contrast.
Ah} Spietato} from Handel's
Amidigi} was given with dignity
and nobility of style. It was a delivery refreshingly devoid of the
mawkishness which one so frequently encounters on the concert
stage, behind the footlights of opera houses, and before the microphone. There was no strained
striving for effect. Mr. Hayes, sincere devotee of beauty that he is,
did not tear passion to tatters. He
was content to let the music convey its message wholly in accordance with the intentions of the
composer. In Beethoven's extremely difficult Adelaide} he revealed
the honesty of purpose and the
unflinching adherence to lofty
ideals which, years ago, brought
him to the forefront in spite of
the fact that his path was beset
with obstacles far more formidable than those with which most
artists find it necessary to reckon.

A Master of the Lied

t\ It is unusual, to say the very
•. least, for a singer of the Negro
race to excel in interpretations of
the German lied; but Mr. Hayes'

reading of Robert Schumann's
Dichterliebe cycle had simplicity,
perspicuity, warmth, nobility, and
breadth. He sang with superb selfcommand. One often hears the
masterpieces of German song delivered in a clumsy, heavy, and
angular manner and with a cold,
uncompromising severity of style;
but the great Negro tenor proved
to the full that he has the rare
ability to show the listener all the
verdure and all the strength of
Schumann's marvelous inspirations.
Ich grolle nicht} from the songcycle just mentioned, is a glorious
composition. Lotte Lehmann can
sing it in a way to stir one to the
depths; but Mr. Hayes, too, has
the power to reveal, in full measure, its deathless and lacerating
beauty. He does so without attempting to gild refined gold. A
man of his sincerity makes no effort to do what Shakespeare called
painting the lily.
There are those who hold to the
notion that the renowned tenor's
artistry shines forth with the most
brilliant splendor when he sings
the songs which are the Negro's
own contribution to music. I, for
one, do not agree. But I do not
say this with the intention of finding any fault at all with Mr. Hayes'
appealing and moving renditions
of the spirituals. It would be the
height of folly to declare that he
does not deliver them with stirring
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fervor and as one having author-

ity; yet I am convinced in my own
mind that he sings German lieder
with even greater artistry than
that with which he expounds the
exotic and compelling beauty of
the folk music of his race.
I heard Miss Anderson for the
first time more than ten years ago,
and even then I was thrilled to
the marrow by the opulence of her
voice, by the breadth and exquisite quality of her artistry, by the
purity of her diction, by her impeccable sense of style, and by the
fact that she sang without the
slightest trace of what the Germans call Efjekthascherei. Since
those days, she has grown in ability no less than in fame; but it is
well to remember that she was a
great artist long before profuse
publicity catapulted her into
worldwide prominence.
Those who have had the good
fortune to hear the majority of
the famous singers of today will
admit, I believe, that Miss Anderson is endowed by nature with a
voice of amazing richness. It has
an indescribably beautiful smoothness of texture. Its range is unusually wide. The deep tones have
a wonderfully luscious quality. If,
in a vain search for a comparison
that will go on all fours, one
should liken them to music produced by a master 'cellist on the
finest instrument ever made, it
would be necessary to add that the
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'cello would be forced to yield
the palm to Miss Anderson. Her
high tones are no less ravishing in
their beauty than those in the middle and lower registers. In short,
she has a voice such as is seldom
given to a human being. Furthermore, it has been cultivated and
developed with the wisdom of
which it is worthy.

Spurns Pretense
f\ Recently I heard Miss Ander•· son again. She sang with the
simplicity that burns its way into
the heart-the simplicity that invariably springs from musicianship
of the highest order. There was
consummate mastery of the style
known as bel canto, and, at the
same time, there was a wonderful
ability to give fitting renditions of
works that are intensely dramatic
in character. She proved beyond
all peradventure that artistry at
its best and purest instinctively
spurns pretense and all its trappings.
In writing about recordings, I
have often declared that Miss Anderson is one of the few singers
who appreciate to the full the
power and the glory of the masterpieces of the German lied. Naturally, no critic should be presumptuous enough to unburden himself of a statement so emphatic
and so sweeping unless he is sure
that there is solid ground under
his feet. Therefore, when, a short
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time ago, I heard Miss Anderson
sing four songs by Franz Schubert,
I was doubly, nay, triply, attentive.
Would there be anything in her
delivery to disprove or weaken my
assertion? But my conviction was
not shaken. It was strengthened.
The delightful Friihlingstraum,
the magic of the little brook song,
Wohin?-from Die schone Miillerin-and the majestic Ave Maria
were sung with impressive beauty.
And I found myself wonderingand I am still wondering-whether
there is another artist in the whole
wide world who is able to match
Miss Anderson's gripping exposition of that poignant little drama
in lied-form, called Der Tod und
das Miidchen.
A magnificent reading of the
aria, 0 Don Fatale, from Verdi's
Don Carlos, showed that the renowned N egress towers head and
shoulders above many of the contraltos who lift up their voices in
opera. Indeed, some of the effusively praised prima donnas of our
time are not worthy of kissing the
hem of her garment.
But just as there are those who
assert that Mr. Hayes is at his best
when he sings spirituals, so there
are many who do not deny that
Miss Anderson is a great artist
when she addresses herself to the
songs of her own race but insist

that her ability does not encompass other fields with equal sureness. It would be difficult to find
a misconception more glaring and
more indefensible. True, during
the recital to which I am referring,
Miss Anderson sang Deep River,
Heav'n, Heav'n, Crucifixion, and
My Soul's Been Anchored in the
Lord with a fervor and an understanding such as only those possess
who are thoroughly grounded in
the traditions and in the idiom of
the Negro spiritual; yet it would
be absurd in the extreme to contend that her renditions of works
entirely different in character were
on a lower plane of artistic
achievement. She is a great artist
in the complete sense of the word.
Space does not permit a detailed
appraisal of the ability of Mr.
Robeson; but he, too, puts his
magnificent voice at the service of
sterling musicianship. He must be
numbered among the outstanding
singers of the present time.
I have not yet had the opportunity to hear Miss Maynor in the
flesh; but a recently issued disc on
which are engraved her renditions
of Schubert's Ave Maria and Gretchen am Spinnrade (Victor 15752)
offers proof in abundance that she
is gifted with a voice overpoweringly beautiful in its opulence.
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THE LITERARY SCENE
Read not to contradict and confute-nor to believe
and take for granted-but to weigh and consider.
ALL UNSIGNED REVIEWS

ARE

BY MEMBERS OF. THE STAFF

criminals, have done so much to undermine the moral and political foundations of American society as have
the lawyers.
Of all the strictures that have been
directed against lawyers and the law
in the past, probably none has been
so incisive and radical (in the sense
of going to the root of things) as Woe
unto You, Lawyers! Fred Rodell is
not an irresponsible scribbler, but he
is Professor of Law at the greatest law
school in America, which means, of
course, Harvard. What he undertakes
to do is not to expose a fault here
and there and suggest a remedy, but
"to show that the whole pseudo-science of The Law, regardless of its results, is a fraud"-is, as Charles Macklin, an 18th-century dramatist, said, "a
sort of hocus-pocus science." Then, it
would seem to follow, 'the legal trade
is nothing but a high-class racket."
How does Prof. Rodell arrive at
these startling conclusions? He starts
out by offering evidence to the effect
that the queer, high-sounding terminology of the law is a smoke-screen
which serves the purpose of impressing non-lawyers-and also most lawyers-with the notion that The Law
is something unearthly, precise, and

The Case for the
Prosecution
WOE UNTO YOU, LAWYERS! By
Fred Rodell. Reyna! & Hitchcock,

New York. 1939. 274 pages. $2.50.

1r AWYERS have never, as a class,
L been popular or even in good
repute. Harold Laski says that "in
every revolution the lawyers lead the
way to the guillotine or the firing
squad." Sir Thomas More reports
that the dwellers in Utopia "have no
lawyers among them, for they consider them as a sort of people whose
profession it is to disguise matters,"
and Tennyson speaks of "the lawless
science of our law." It would be easy
to multiply quotations. Today scathing indictments of the present American bar and bench, many of them by
lawyers, are commonplace. Ex-president Taft has been quoted as saying,
while he was Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, "The administration of
criminal law in the United States is a
disgrace to civilization." Many Ameri·
cans are satisfied that, notwithstanding the fact that there are numerous
honest lawyers, yet no other group in
our country, not even the professional
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impersonal-which, however, is exactly what it isn't at all. "The emptiness
and irrelevance of the legal process"
is concealed by the sonorousness, abstractness, and vagueness of legal
terms and principles. "No segment of
the English language in use today is
so muddy, so confusing, so hard to pin
down to its supposed meaning, as the
language of The Law. It ranges only
from the ambiguous to the completely
incomprehensible."
you ask, isn't it a fact that the
B UT,
lawyers and judges understand
what it's all about and laboriously and
unerringly fish the gold of pure justice
out of those muddy depths? Ah, if
that were only the easel Unfortunately
"the principles on which it [the Law]
is built are so vague and abstract and
irrelevant that it is possible to find
in those principles both a justification
and a prohibition of every human action or activity under the sun." That
is why, "just as the devil can always
cite Scripture to his purpose, so can
any lawyer on either side of any case
always cite The Law to his."
Well, but the devil's citations aren't
to the point. Isn't it the same here?
Doesn't the court finally make clear
which lawyer was in the right? Only
in so far as "the last bunch of judges
which gets a shot at the solution of
any problem has the decisive word on
The Law as it affects that problem"
[possibly by a vote of five to four of
its number]. Those split decisions reveal the truth. Why is it that not only
courts disagree, but also members of
the same court after they have discussed a case? Because the different
judges pitch on different "controlling

principles" for the case. And what
guides them in picking "controlling
principles"? Nothing but their discretion, their own opinion, the way they
feel about it. How clear, exact, and
meaningful does that leave the Law?
The ultimate thing in the Law is not
some eternal, self-luminous criterion,
but the personal opinion of some
judge or judges. How that may work
out, Prof. Rodell illustrates by an
analysis of the U. S. Supreme Court's
decision in the case of Senior v. Braden, which he finds to be "nothing
more nor less than an intellectual
fraud."
Because of the way the Law works,
"The Law does not produce justice."
Its principles "can be chosen and
twisted and sorted out to support any
result under the sun." Lawyers, indeed, are not primarily interested in
seeing justice done, but "are always
so absorbed in their little game of
matching legal abstractions that they
have all but forgotten the one abstraction [justice] which is the excuse for
there being any Law at all." Therefore "a master manipulator of legal
mumbo-jumbo is a far more useful
thing to have on your side than all
the certain and impartial justice in
the world." That's what makes the
Law so expensive-buying it from the
big sleight-of-hand artists-and keeps
true the words of Oliver Goldsmith:
"Laws grind the poor, and rich men
rule the law."
What's to be done about it all, if
anything? Prof. Rodell proposes that
as soon as possible we put out the
lawyers and judges and constitute
boards of non-legal experts in the
various fields and let them decide the
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disputes that arise in those fields according to their sense of justice, without legal rigmarole. We are moving
more and more in that direction as
it is, through the use of governmental
commissions and boards of arbitration. Why not put our whole system
of justice on similar footings, instead
of letting the lawyers run everything
according to their sweet will?
To your reviewer's mind Prof. Rodell makes good most of his points,
and his final suggestion is an excellent one. Your servant is fortified in
this opinion by the recall of two experiences. Once upon a time he heard
the late Judge Marcus A. Kavanagh,
after showing up certain weaknesses
of American jurisprudence, declare
that the only way to mend matters
was to send none but non-lawyers to
the legislatures and let them improve
the laws, since lawyers would never
do it. Another time your servant stood
in the Supreme Court Chamber of
one of our states with an eminent attorney who was his party's nominee
for the attorney-generalship of the
state. In that hour and place this attorney unbosomed himself of the following frank statement, "If people
who have a dispute would flip a coin
to decide it, they would get justice
more often than by coming here for
a decision."

Sherman Was Right
VERDUN. By Jules Romains. Alfred
A. Knopf, New York. 1940. 500
pages. $2.50.
HEN the lives of thousands of
men are placed directly into
the hands of a single general there
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would seem to be cause enough for
misgiving. But when the general is
stupid we are in the shadow of tragedy.
Verdun is Volume 8 in Jules Romains' "Men of Good Will" series.
Complete in itself, it is nevertheless
dependent upon the earlier volumes
which told the quiet story of pre-War
France. A number of characters have
been introduced before. For the benefit of those who have not yet met
them, there is a list of Dramatis Personae.
The greatest of the "Men of Good
Will" series (there will be 27 volumes), Verdun is probably also the
greatest of the many novels of the
last war. It could not have been written sooner; indeed, one wonders even
now just how it will be received by
the military caste. For Verdun is
above all a scathing indictment of
our peculiar way of living, which tolerates murder in any form so long as
it's backed by a word from G.H.Q.
Romains has succeeded where other
war novelists have failed. Remarque,
Barbusse, Hemingway, and the rest
have pictured well the life of the private and the horrors of the trench.
Now, possibly for the first time, we
can see from a distance the succession
of events which are responsible.
Romains does not have to resort to
page upon page of horrible detail in
order to gain his end. He writes dispassionately, sometimes with irony,
sometimes with solemnity, always
with intelligence.
The book is divided into two parts,
The Prelude and The Battle. The
Prelude sets the stage. It is a complete history of the military strategy
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leading up to the massacre at Verdun. We see Jerphanion, the central
character, head of his company.
Through him we meet his friends,
learn what they are thinking. We
visit General Duroure, living a mite
too well at general headquarters. And
there's the charming Joffre, not too
well informed, but supremely confident. And through it all runs a series
of blunders, political differences,
mounting costs, unnecessary losses,
and general confusion.
The account of the Battle is a masterpiece of descriptive narration.
Romains has managed to make us
feel and see at the same time. We
are at one moment in the trench and
the next instant removed to some
vantage point where we can see the
whole line and note the effect of each
bomb.
Inclined though we may be to hold
the high command responsible for
all, Romains does not let it go at
that. The man in the trench must
bow his head with the rest when
Jerphanion says, "It is now proved
beyond power of contradiction that
millions of men can tolerate, for an
indefinite period and without spontaneously rising in revolt, an existence more terrible and more degraded than any that the numberless
revolutions of history were held to
have terminated forever."
And for compensation, the Order
of the Day: " ... The 9th of April is
a glorious day in the annals of our
military history. The furious attacks
delivered by the German soldiers under the command of the Crown
Prince have been everywhere broken.
Infantry, artillery, engineers, and fly-
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ing men of the lind Army vied with
one another in heroism. Honour to
them alii . . ." The irony of glory!

Tall Tales
IDAHO LORE. Prepared by the
Federal Writers' Project of the
Works Progress Administration.
Vardis Fisher: Idaho State Director.
The Caxton Printers, Ltd., Caldwell, Idaho. 1939. 245 pages. $2.50.
HIS book is the first state collection in a folklore series by the
Federal Writers' Project. "A batch of
yarns and experiences"-that, in short,
is the compiler's description of it.
However, it is more than that. It is a
"batch" of highly entertammg
"yarns" and of some rather nervetingling "experiences," liberally illustrated by excellent drawings and
linoleum cuts. Idaho Lore furthermore brings many a bit of history
which-had this project not been
thought of-would soon have become
as extinct as the dodo. It should be
said, however, that the book contains
not only the serious stuff of history,
but chiefly the local color which
gives zest and life to the bare historical facts.
A collection of stories-many of
which date from rough frontier times
-cannot be expected to be fit for the
Sunday school. In fact, one has little
reason to linger over some of the
subject matter or to give the book
into the hands of children. Again,
other stories you'll conveniently skip
for another reason-at least if your
stomach is sensitive and your subconscious mind very active during
the wee hours of the morning. Among
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these would be the gruesome accounts of ghostly lynchings and bloodcurdling murders. As can also be expected, the humor is sometimes broad
and low and of the frontier-saloon
variety. Yet, there's sufficient material
also for the more respectable afterdinner speaker. And, unless you're of
the Jenkins clan of which Mrs.
Gaskell writes so admirably, you'll
find most of these brief stories decidedly entertaining. Interesting, for
instance, is the address one of the
natives found on a letter delivered
to him:
Cornelius Sprawels, the web-foot scrub
To whom this letter wants to go,
Cutting cordwood for his grub
In Silver City, Idaho.
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Good Novel
HOW GREEN WAS MY VALLEY.

By Richard Llewellyn. The Macmillan Company. New York. 1940.
494 pages. $2.75.
ALL the mining families in
South Wales fifty years ago, the
Morgan family was best known
throughout the valley, and also the
best loved. Deeply religious, hard
working, dedicated to the job of digging coal hundreds of feet under
ground, all the Morgans, from father
to youngest grandchild, loved Wales,
its language, its singing, its beauty.
The story of the Morgan family,
which is the story of a good part of
Wales in the latter part of the nineteenth century, is told by Huw MorThen there is the staunch Idaho gan, youngest son, no longer a
booster, Old Jim, who was asked to miner but a carpenter. All the Morsell a hundred pounds of potatoes. gan sons were known to the mine
He answered, "Only a hundred owners as troublemakers because of
pounds? No, I can't do it. I wouldn't their intense regard for the lot of
cut a spud in half for no one."
the miner. They help organize the
Amusing, too, is the section on first unions, watch the misery inBeliefs and Customs. This includes flicted on the community through
all sorts of superstitions and home labor-owner strife, vow some day to
remedies. The latter will delight transfer ownership of the mines to
everyone and anyone-medical doctor the people.
or farmhand. Personally, we'll conThe novel is not a treatise of labor
tinue to consult the family physician. troubles fifty years ago, nor a story
Idaho Lore winds up with a sec- of the growth of the first mining
tion of Songs (not much there), Say- unions. It is the account of a Welsh
ings (Here you have the original), family growing up in a time when
Mild (?) Profanity (might have been industrialism and mechanized living
omitted), Picturesque Expressions, and had not left the kiss of death on
Jargon. All in all, the average reader family life and all personal relationwill enjoy it, while the student of the ships. Of all the sons, Ivor Morgan
frontier, the lover of good illustra- was the most interesting to the retion, the loyal son of Idaho, and the viewer. He is the director of the
speaker at the next banquet-dinner miners' choir which is summoned
to sing at Windsor Park before
will do well to purchase it.
Queen Victoria. Outside the Morgan
JOHN E. SIMON
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family there are many more people
worth knowing. They are all thoroughly drawn. The outstanding bit
of dramatic writing is done around
Mr. Gruffyd, the Chapel preacher,
who is the shepherd, both spiritually
and physically, of the Welsh miners.
When he is driven from the community we know that one era of life
has ended and a new era begins, an
era in which kindliness, tolerance,
and deep piety will be unknown
qualities.
How Green Was My Valley is
worth any reader's time and money.
It is written in a superb, smoothly
flowing poetic English which never
for a moment grows tedious or topheavy. If this novel is a sample of
what 1940 holds for the novel reader,
then the future augurs well. We
might add the note that all who love
singing and the music of Welsh
choirs should read this outstanding
novel.

Miraculous Nicholas
ACROSS THE BUSY YEARS. Volume I. By Nicholas Murray Butler.
Charles Scribner's Sons, New York.
1939. 451 pages. $3.75.
R. NICHOLAS MURRAY BUTLER, president of Columbia
University, can look back over a long
line of busy years in which he has
been active chiefly in the fields of
education and politics. Since it has
fallen to his lot to be prominently
identified with important movements
in both fields for more than fifty
years and also to travel extensively, he
has met and known most of the great
and near-great of two generations in
this country and abroad, beginning

D

with men like Gladstone, Bismarck,
Tennyson, Longfellow, and President
Hayes. What he has set down in this
volume is not properly an autobiography, but rather a series of autobiographical "recollections and reflections," as he puts it.
Dr. Butler first devotes a chapter to
his ancestry, dwelling at considerable
length and with evident pride on the
four grandparental strains that meet
in him. He further tells about his
home and school life, but it is odd
that he nowhere mentions when he
was born. Regarding his religious
training he says the following: "'Ve
children were taken with absolute regularity to the Sunday morning service of the First Presbyterian
Church and were also sent to the Sunday School which met early in the
afternoon. So far as I can recall, attendance upon the latter was a sheer
waste of time, as apparently it almost
always is. Unless there can be really
effective co-operation and understanding between the home, the
school, and the church, it is not possible to get very far with any genuine
or effective religious training. If
these agencies are out of harmony
with each other or if any of them is
non-existent so far as religious instruction and influence are concerned,
then they neutralize each other and
the result is apt to be wholly negligible or worse." Of his school days he
writes, "The present-day notion that
an infant must be permitted and encouraged to explore the universe for
himself as if everything were at its beginning and there had been no human experience whatever, had, fortunately, not yet raised its preposterous
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head. In my time children were really
educated."
BUTLER was matriculated at
DR.Columbia
College, the precursor
of the present university, which then
(in 1878) enrolled fewer than 250 students, its faculty numbering ten or
twelve. Here he came under the influence of President Barnard, who
moved him to choose the field of education for his life work. In 1884,
young Butler went to Europe to
study, especially at the University of
Berlin. He gives an exceedingly interesting description of the student
life of those days and of the great
scholars who were . then to be found
at Berlin. Since he was particularly
interested in philosophy, he had especially close contact with the noted
professors Zeller and Paulsen and was
deeply influenced by them.
On returning to America, Dr. Butler immediately became associated
with Columbia-a connection which
has continued to this day. The story
of the building of the College into a
university and of the development of
the Teachers' College (largely Butler's work) is told in several chapters.
The author has been president of
Columbia since 1901. That he feels
and expresses an enthusiastic admiration for the product of his labors
is but natural.
The latter half of the book deals
with political reminiscences. Dr. Butler has been a very active and prominent member of the Republican
Party and has attended the 14 Republican National Conventions held
from 1880 to 1932, being a delegate
in most of them and one of the lead-
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ing figures in several. His frank disclosures of what went on in these
conventions and elsewhere in political life under his eye show how widely the practice of American democracy differs from its theory. Instances
are related in which men who were
little known to the public but who
held important posts in the party organization wielded decisive influence
in party councils on matters of the
utmost importance to the country.
"High public officers are used as figureheads by the really controlling
participants in the drama which is
being enacted. The purpose of it all
is the nomination for President of the
United States of the preferred choice
of the ruling group." In a chapter entitled, "Behind the Scenes in Politics," intimate glimpses of many noted
political figures are given, including
such men as Reed, Theodore Roosevelt, Bryan, Woodrow Wilson, Harding, and Coolidge. Wilson, whom Dr.
Butler knew for many years, appears
as a most unlovely figure-which no
doubt he was. After 1932 Dr. Butler
refused to work further with the Republican party organization unless it
were to offer a definite liberal and
constructive program for the solution
of the country's problems. He holds
that "today there are millions of Republicans, but there is no Republican
party."
Perhaps the most striking feature
of Dr. Butler's account of his life so
far as it relates to himself is the persistence with which he has clung to
the life work which he mapped out
for himself as a young man. As the
years have passed he has been offered
a great variety of positions of honor
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and power in both public and civil
life-some of them promising enormously greater financial return than
the position which he held-but he
has steadfastly turned them all down.
The philosophy by which he has been
guided in this is probably contained
in these closing words of the volume:
"As men rise in the scale of humanity,
the purely economic motive is steadily
subordinated to the higher and finer
appeals made by the intellectual life
and the ambition for service to one's
fellowmen through the upbuilding of
human institutions. There is far more
happiness and satisfaction to be
found in such a career than in one
guided and shaped solely by the gainseeking impulse, no matter how successful such gain-seeking may be."

Pot and Kettle
DISGRACE ABOUNDING. By Douglas Reed. Jonathan Cape, London.
1939. 482 pages. lOs. 6d. net.
F YOU want to see: 1) a well
written book; 2) the despair of
an intelligent patriot vainly trying
to help his people; 3) the vaulting
ambitions of Hitler; 4) the true character of England; 5) the forthright
presentation of the Jewish problem
-then this book should be of great
interest to you.
Douglas Reed, the author, was for
many years a European reporter for
the London Times and then for the
News Chronicle. This volume is a
sequel to his Insanity Fair in which
he showed his intimate knowledge of
European affairs by predicting, with
great accuracy, the major events in
the game of European politics, so
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that he came to be regarded as something of a prophet endowed with
special supernatural insight.
Douglas Reed has something to
say and knows how to say it. While
there can be no mistake about his
abiding love for his own native land,
England, his criticism of British policies and leadership is positively devastating. He offers a mass of evidence for his thesis that England is
run by a class-conscious group which
is interested only in the preservation
of its own status and its own material possessions and advantages
without any regard either for the
underprivileged masses in its own
country or for the weak and helpless
nations anywhere else in the world.
He derides the idea that England is
a true democracy and blushes with
shame for his people because of the
manner in which democratic government and helpless peoples such as
the Abyssinians, the Spaniards, the
Austrians, and the Czechoslovakians
have been heartlessly betrayed by
England's ruling group.
While the author is ready to give
Hitler credit for many reforms which
he has effected within Germany for
the benefit of the masses, he trembles at the thought of his ambitions
and spends a tear for the people
whom Germany has crushed.
American readers will find Reed's
analysis of the Jewish problem very
illuminating. He devotes chapters
twenty-three and twenty-four almost
entirely to this question and thereafter reverts to it again and again,
even in his postscript. When one
considers that "the American publisher" who had signed a contract
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with the author after the publication
of his first book "after reading Disgrace Abounding declined to publish
on the ground that the Semitic part
was slanderous and libellous" and
that "other American publishers declined the book on the grounds that
they could not publish the Jewish
chapters" and that "one of them, not
a Jew, said that an American publisher would court misfortune by
publishing it because ninety percent
of the American newspapers were
Jewish and that Jewish influence extends in similar proportion throughout the whole ring of trades connected with publishing"-then one
begins to realize that the Jewish
problem needs to be understood also
in America. Mr. Reed is of the opinion that anti-Semitism is the inevitable outgrowth of anti-Gentilism
on the part of the Jews wherever
they are sufficiently strong in number to make their influence felt. His
treatment of the subject, one feels,
is not that of a rabid Jew-baiter but
of an intelligent observer who has
had wide and varied experiences
with the problem and who has a
solution to suggest. He presents quite
a body of evidence for the fact that
Jews invariably squeeze out the Gentiles where they have an opportunity
of doing so, and that they seldom
become passionately attached to any
given land or people so that they
would heroically fight for its defense
and preservation. They think of
themselves as a people separate and
apart from other peoples, according
to Reed's observation, and wield an
influence throughout the world utterly disproportionate to their num-
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hers. He cites numerous instances
which show how world-wide sympathy was aroused when a handful of
Jews was subjected to cruel and inhuman treatment, but how the same
world remained utterly cold and indifferent over against much greater
suffering on the part of much larger
numbers of Germans, Czechs, Abyssinians, Spaniards, or Chinese. Mr.
Reed suggests that the Jewish problem can be solved only by the establishment of a Jewish state in Palestine or elsewhere so that they who
are a people by themselves can be by
themselves.
The author's fearlessness in presenting facts may be seen from his
evaluation of the Catholic Church,
concerning whose fascistic sympathies
he writes: "The Catholic Church has
often been among the cruellest and
most ruthless of the oppressors, and
Catholic parties . . . avidly grasp at
the chance of a stronghand regime
when one offers" (page 317).
If you will feel as the reviewer
feels when you have read this volume,
then you will be d.e termined more
than ever that it would be sheerest
folly for America to become embroiled in European conflict, for if
we call Germany and her allies "the
pot," we cannot but call England and
her allies "the kettle."

Something of a Wag
A SMATTERING OF IGNORANCE.
By Oscar Levant, with an introduction by S. N. Behrman. Doubleday, Doran & Co., Inc., New York.
1940. 267 pages. $2.00.
THE redoubtable Oscar Levant
has been deluged with publicity
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because of this unique book. He is
frank enough to admit that the volume owes its origin and its publication to the fact that his frequent
appearances on the radio program,
called Information Please, have made
his "impertinence" "a salable product."
Oscar is something of a wag. His
many observations- some of them
caustic, some of them brilliant, and
some of them commonplace-flow
from a brain well-stocked with musical lore. It would not be fair to suspect that, here and there, a truculent
liver asserted itself with no small
amount of petulance as the author
put his rambling thoughts and witticisms on paper.
To Oscar's credit it must be said
that he does not pretend to be either
a writer or a know-it-all. For this
reason, we are able to pardon an
occasional inaccuracy or two. We
were not unduly nettled, for example, when we found the author
stating that Chopin's famous Funeral
March is a part of the Sonata in B
Minor, although we believe that, to
Mr. Levant's ears, which are undoubtedly keenly attuned to subtle
differences in tonalities, there must
be a world of difference between the
keys of B minor and B flat minor.
Naturally, we are still wondering
how on earth a well-schooled pianist
can ever confuse the Pole's two great
sonatas, and we have not yet recovered from the shock of seeing
Richard Strauss and Richard Wagner referred to as composers of Russian music. It is entirely possible, of
course, that when Oscar unburdens
himself of the latter statement, he is

perpetrating a witticism which we
are unable to grasp.
True, Mr. Levant's excursion into
the field of popular literature will
not greatly improve your musicianship if your are a musician; but we
do not hesitate to declare that the
book will afford you much entertainment even if you are not a musician.
The best chapters, by far, are those
dealing with music as it is employed
in the movies, and with the late
George Gershwin. When we find Oscar using the concluding sentence of
his ruminations to apologize to all
those he has not forgotten to insult,
we wonder just how far his affronts
have gone and whom they have
reached; but, on second thought, we
realize that it is very smart indeed
to end a book with a neat little
witticism-on a humorous note, as it
were. The very title of the volume
seems to indicate that, in Oscar's
opm10n, practice makes perfecteven in the field of book-writing and
wisecracking. It will be interesting
to compare his second literary venture with his first. Yes, we expect a
sequel.

E Pur Si Muove!
THE STAR-GAZER. By Zsolt De Harsanyi. Translated from the Hungarian by Paul Tabor. G. P. Putnam's Sons, New York. 572 pages.
1940. $3.00.
OR the intelligent scientist and
scholar in the seventeenth century
conflict with organized religious
orthodoxy as represented by the Holy
See was almost inevitable. Ordinarily
there should have been no conflict
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but it frequently happened, as it did
with Galileo Galilei, that the religious officials were determined to
suppress the individual for the benefit of the church at large. The orthodoxy of the church at that time was
an obfuscating device used to throttle any advance to true knowledge,
religious or scientific.
In this brilliant novel, ably translated from the Hungarian by Paul
Tabor, Zsolt De Harsanyi dramatizes the ancient problem of the individual conscience fighting against
organized tradition and stupidity.
That Galileo temporarily gives up
the fight against Aristotle and
Aquinas is unfortunate, but from a
long-range view one sees that, after
all, Galileo did win his battle. Before he dies he knows that he has
delivered some powerful blows
against the representatives of ecclesiastical tradition in the sixteenth
and seventeenth centuries. Indeed
Galileo did not give up too easily.
He had the unhappy habit (unhappy for his personal comfort and
advantage) of telling the truth and
hardly ever softening the blows. He
was averse to all the ways of personal
diplomacy to gain his end. When he
did resort to the means of playing
politics, the result was almost always
unfortunate for himself.
Galileo Galilei was born in 1564,
the son of Vincenzo Galilei, a poor
draper in Florence. His father's ambition was to make a brilliant doctor
out of his gifted son. The son was
determined instead to learn geometry, physics, all of mathematics. His
idols were Euclid and Archimedes.
At a great sacrifice his father per-
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mitted him to continue his studies at
the University of Pisa, but Galileo
did not last long either as a student or a lecturer. He had the uncanny habit of telling tlle truth.
Galileo had one burning ambition
in his twenties: to obtain the professorship in matllematics at the U niversity of Padua, the leading university in Italy. Galileo receives the
professorship, and as a professor he
is a triumph. Students crowd his
lectures, breaking into cheers over
his unorthodox remarks; the faculty
rejoices in the acquisition of such a
noted mathematician. When he publishes his Sfera e Euclide, a treatise
on the astronomy of spheres and
Euclid's geometry, his triumph is
complete.
those triumphal years at
D URING
Padua the Jesuits have organized
a rival college at Padua with the one
object of discrediting the brilliant
faculty at the official university.
Chief object of their attack is Galileo, who is slowly undermining Aristotle. Galileo is warned by friends to
be careful. "Whoever attacks Aristotle may easily find himself attacking the authority of the Holy See."
Galileo is stubborn. ''I'm a mathematician. If a man who isn't that is
asked whether three dozen grains of
dust are equal to thirty-seven grains,
he can answer honestly and calmly
that in fact they are. I can't, because
then the binomial equation wouldn't
be right. I should have to shout and
thump on the table. . . :·
The turning point in Galileo's life
came with his discovery of the writings of Nicolaus Koppernigk or
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Copernicus. When he read that
Copernicus clashed with the theories
of Ptolemy about the movement of
the sun and earth, Galileo resolved
to find proof for the truth of Copernicus; for Galileo knew that the sun
had to remain stationary, that no
reasonable astronomical computation
could be made unless one assumed
the earth revolved about the sun.
Long after he was certain that Copernicus was right he had to lecture on
the assumption that Ptolemy was
correct.
In the midst of all this intellectual
commotion he found time to fall in
love with Marina Gamba, daughter
of a Venetian antiquarian and to set
up a boarding house at the University,
which was always filled with Polish,
German, Italian, English students.
His personal life was eternally
troubled. His mother, half-insane,
raged against him; his brother
Michelagnolo, touched him for loans;
he had to sign away his salary to
provide large dowries for his unscrupulous sisters.
The first apparent flaw which
Galileo discovered in Aristotle was
the discovery of a new star in the
Mars-Jupiter axis. He could not remain silent. Enthusiastically he
wrote a treatise to demolish Aristotle. Two friends, Castelli and
Father Spinelli, helped him. Cremonini, a good friend on the faculty,
tried to restrain Galileo with the
warning that Jesuits would surely be
after him.
It was inevitable that at this time
Galileo should discover the use of the
telescope. This, incidentally, is one
of the truly dramatic portions of

the novel. After using the telescope,
Galileo wrote the epoch-making
treatise, Siderius Nuncius. On the
strength of his reputation from the
book he returned to the Medici court
at Florence as court mathematician.
"To me, peace and happiness have
always meant one thing: to seek
truth and admit what I found." That
motto brought him trouble. The at·
tacks, insidious at first, grew more
open and violent. He was a heretic,
his accusers said.
AT LAST it is apparent that he

f i will have to go to Rome to defend himself before the Holy See.
He needs a personal endorsement
from the Holy Father that he is a
devout believer. Galileo makes an
endless round of visits. Finally he is
granted an audience with Cardinal
Bellarmin. In a memorable scene
Galileo and this churchman debate
the proposition that Aristotle is not
the final authority in religion and
science. Galileo asks Bellarmin, "Is
it inconceivable that these teachings
can be true?" Bellarmin answers, "I
don't know. They are alien to all
my conceptions: my mind is lost in
them. But they may be true for all
that. I am not interested, however,
in their truth. I am only concerned
with the teachings. What can I allow
people to believe in the interests of
the Church and their own salvation."
Galileo leaves Rome with a tentative
endorsement of the Copernican
teachings as a hypothesis. To himself he mutters: "E pur si muovel"
It is a tribute to the artistry of De
Harsanyi that Bellarmin emerges as
an understandable theologian, deter-

I

March 1940
mined to defend the Church at all
costs. Despite Bellarmin's vague
agreement with Galileo, the astronomer's troubles are far from over.
Bellarmin dies. A new pope, Urban
VII, comes to the throne. Once more
Galileo must go to Rome to defend
himself against the accusation of
heresy. To his shame he is forced
to recant and accept a sentence of
punishment from the Inquisition.
There are extenuating circumstances about Galileo's renunciation
of the truth. Wracked with sickness
and terrific pain, obsessed with the
fear of death, he feels life must be
valued. There is always more to
study. When he dies one feels that
Galileo is the ultimate victor. No

Vatican or Inquisition can deny the
fact of the movement of the earth
around the sun.
This review has merely indicated
a few dramatic instances from Galileo's life. There is hardly space
to report on the brilliant pageant of
great Renaissance figures, nor the
description of Rome and Venice, nor
the stories of the many minor characters. De Harsanyi has written an
artistically brilliant novel around the
life of one of the world's great men.
It is biographical fiction at its very
best. The Star-Gazer is striking proof
of this reviewer's contention that a
novel may be both cerebral and dramatic without violating the development of a good story.

Modern Literature ... Some of It
"It is the modern literature of the educated, not of the
uneducated, which is avowedly and aggressively criminal.
Books recommending profligacy and pessimism, at which
the high-souled errand-boy would shudder, lie upon all
our drawing-room tables . . . . And with a hypocrisy so
ludicrous as to be almost unparalleled in history, we
rate the gutter-boys for their immorality at the very time
we are discussing (with equivocal German professors)
whether morality is valid at all. ... At the very instant
we accuse the Penny Dreadfuls of lubricity and indecency,
we are cheerfully reading philosophies which glory in
lubricity and indecency."-GILBERT K. CHESTERTON.
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break. The livelier portions of the
book are stories by Peggy Hull,
Twenty Died at Dawn, and Irene
Kuhn, They Wanted the Vote. The
book provides an evening of pleasant
reading.

THE CRESSET
SURVEY OF

HORIZONS OF HOPE

BOOKS
BY

THE

By 0. A. Geiseman. Ernst Kaufmann, Inc., New York. 125 pages.
$1.00.
Perhaps it is inevitable that an
age of unrest and confusion should
witness a revival of interest in
preaching. For this reason (as well
as for many others) THE CRESSET
may be permitted to call attention
to a volume of sermons by one of
our associates, the Rev. 0. A. Geiseman, S.T.D., of Grace Church, Oak
Park, Illinois. Although these sermons are primarily for the season of
Lent, they will make good and profitable reading at all seasons of the
year. Dr. Geiseman knows that he is
living in the twentieth century. His
style and approach are modern in
the best sense of the word. The sermons are direct, personal, and vital.
Through years of study, both of
books and of men, he has found a
way to make the plans of God for
the hearts of men clear and compelling. Recommended reading.

EDITORS

A brief glance at recent books-

THE INSIDE STORY
Edited by Robert Spiers Benjamin. Prentice-Hall, Inc., New
York. 1940. 263 pages. $2.75.
TWENTY foreign correspondents,
members of the Overseas Press
Club of America, write behind-thescenes stories of men and events which
have not been previously published.
Most of the material is not as sensationally new as the blurb-writer would
have us believe. Eugene Lyons' story
about Stalin's counterrevolution is a
rehash of material which has appeared in different form months ago.
George Sylvester Viereck adds another
lengthy footnote to the House-Wilson

LETTERS TO MARY
By Catherine Hayes Brown. Random House, New York. 343 pages.
$3.00.
This volume would probably not
be worth much notice if it did not
happen to be written by the mother
of the greatest American actress. It
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is coy, naive, and definitely gushy in
spots. If one can ignore the "Mary
darlings" scattered profusely through
the volume, one may be able to
catch a glimpse of the remarkable
personality of Miss Hayes. Good
reading, though a trifle on the diabetic side.

U.S. CAMERA 1940
Edited by T. J. Maloney. Random House, New York. 276 pages.
$2.95
For all camera enthusiasts the mere
announcement of this volume suf-

For Reference
To those readers of THE CRESSET who keep permanent
files, we offer attractive loose-leaf binders. Made of brown
fabrikoid with gold stamping on the back and sides, each
binder holds twelve issues of THE CRESSET. When filled
each binder makes a complete book which serves as another volume for your library. The price is $1.00.
Volume I of THE CRESSET may be had completely
bound. Only a few copies are still available. The price
is $3.50.
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fices. Despite some inept editing, this
annual round-up of the three hundred "best" pictures by America's
photographers is a first-rate survey
of the unusual advances in the photographic art during the past few
years. The pictures are really wonderful. Our photographers, both
amateur and professional, are becoming increasingly efficient in the
capture of a whole story with the
flash of a shutter. In composition,
form, line, and texture these pictures
are remarkable. The nude section
might have been omitted.

The
FEBRUARY
Magazines
Each month THE CRESSET
presents a chech list of important articles in leading
magazines which will be of
interest to our readers.

advancement, 61 per cent take the
first alternative, and 33.1 the second. -56.2 regard the interests of
employers and employees as basically the same, 24.8 as opposed to
each other, and 19 don't know.56.3 believe that the future holds
a good chance of advancement for
them, 33.3 do not, and 10.4 don't
know.- 58.5 regard their chances
of success as better than those their
fathers had, 13 as the same, and
21.5 as poorer. 70.8 believe themselves better prepared for success
than their fathers were, 13.5 as the
same, and 9.6 as less. 59.9 of fathers evaluate their sons' chances
as better than their own were,
10.3 as the same, and 15 as less.

Fortune

U. S. Industrialization
A survey of the development
and the present state of American
industry leads Fortune to the conviction that the central economic
problem facing the U.S. is not a
revival in the producers' industry
or in "investment" in the old sense
of the word, but, instead, an expansion in the consumption of
goods. The present stagnation is
due to the fact that the power to
produce has so much outrun the
ability to consume. The U.S. has
54 per cent of the world's harnnessed mechanical energy-an
equivalent of 153 slaves per capita,
whereas the world average is only
17 (Great Britain, 41; France, 35;
Germany, 27). To increase con-

F ortune Survey
How does the average American
feel about himself and his future?
Fortune, in a tenth anniversary
issue devoted to the study of
American life and its problems,
has asked a number of pertinent
questions and tabulated the replies. 79.2 per cent of the people
in our country regard themselves
as belonging to the middle class,
7.6 to the upper class, 7.9 to the
lower class, and 5.3 don't know
(Cold comfort in this for Red
Joel).-In choosing between a) a
job with a high wage and a 50-50
chance of being promoted or fired,
and b) a steady job just enough to
get by on, but with no prospect of
60
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sumption (of course, not so much
of food as of manufactures), prices
must be lowered. To do this, businessmen must have confidence, not
in the making of new investments,
but in the consumer-confidence
that a decrease in prices will bring
a sufficient rise in volume. Such
confidence will be justified if consumers, through greater confidence
in the future, lay aside less of their
income in unproductive savings
and spend more of it on consumers' goods. If these facts and their
implications can be brought home
to the people and even as much as
two or three billion a year more
be diverted into productive channels, that may be sufficient to act
as the very pump priming that has
been sought so long.

The Atlantic Monthly
Hollywood Composer
By

GEORGE ANTHEIL

One of the most important
things about a motion picture is
its background music. Stop your
ears for a moment and see how
utterly inane the flutterings of
the painted puppets on the screen
become when there's no music to
accompany the gesticulating. Music is the breath of cinema. So
speaks one of America's greatest
composers, George Antheil. The
music which Hollywood composers are writing is in a new genre.
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The name: "background music."
It is really "a form of 'serious
music' composed by serious composers, and not by 'swing' arrangers. Likewise, it is not compiled (as is universally believed)
from the scores of the Great Masters." The fact that Hollywood's
music dins upon one billion ear
drums a week lends importance
to this article describing a significant new art form.

But People Must Eat
By DoNALD S. HowARD

The blight on American life is
the inadequate relief allowances
doled out to the millions unable
to obtain work. In a lengthy article, Donald S. Howard, a member of the Russell Sage Foundation, describes the paradox of a
country having high living standards and yet forcing millions of
its needy to live an animal-like
existence. Facts and figures cited
in this study should jar everyone
loose from that convenient state
of economic complacency.

The Dies Committee: An Appraisal
By

RAYMOND

p.

BRANDT

The Washington correspondent
for the St. Louis Post-Dispatch
discusses the House Committee
on Un-American Activities and
Propaganda, Martin Dies, Chairman. Mr. Brandt shows how the
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committee's work has had two disturbing effects. "The one-sided
and at times undignified procedure has gone far to discredit Congressional investigations, and the
combination of the investigation
with the European war has been
a serious setback to the liberal
cause in this country." The Dies
committee has exposed a few subversive movements in the country,
has seemingly deliberately avoided
questioning leaders of the rightist
subversive movements, and has obtained a large footage of headlines.
The article is a fair summary.

Forum
This Trash Must Go!
By

CouRTNEY RILEY CooPER

8,000,000 copies of magazines
that reek with smut are bought in
our country every month, most of
them by children and young
people. Warden Lawes, J. Edgar
Hoover, and other authorities on
crime attribute the steady increase
in sex offenses, in large part, to
this literature. Moral and cultural
degradation follow in its wake.
Procedure against this menace in
federal courts is unsatisfactory because of the cumbersomeness and
obsoleteness of the laws. Local
courts and prosecutors must assume responsibility and proceed
under local indecency ordinances.
Buffalo, Boston, and a score of

other cities have swept such magazines from their newsstands by
legal action or by bringing organized community pressure to
bear on the newsdealers.

Has Germany a "Death Ray"?
By

ALBERT BRANDT

For years physicists in various
countries have been experimenting with ultrashort electrical
waves, with an eye to their use in
war. The purposes for which rays
are being sought are the destruction of life, the disintegration of
metals, and the stalling of motors.
From time to time there have been
reports, in technical and other
journals, of startling discoveries
that have been made, but naturally secrecy surrounds most of the
work that is being done. Germany
is known to have been especially
active and has built a string of
peculiar short-wave stations on its
borders. Probably no nation has
at present perfected a death ray
which can operate over more than
comparatively short distances, but
no one can say what the future
may bring.

Harper's
Capital Not Wanted
By

STUART CHASE

As a consulting economist for
the SEC, Stuart Chase participated in the hearings which the
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Temporary National Economic
Committee held in investigating
the problem of capital investment.
The hearing revealed two outstanding economic trends-the declining need of American business
for the savings of the public because of its large reserve accounts
and, secondly, the consequent decline of the investment banking
business. The article analyzes and
discusses these trends. It also outlines some possible remedies. "Impaled on the paradox of plenty,"
we shall not resolve our dilemma
"by calling names, impugning motives, or summoning the shades of
Adam Smith or Karl Marx," but
by an intelligent facing of the facts
with patience and good will.

Geography Goes Fluid
By

EARL

p.

HANSON

The Congress of the International Geographical Union which
met in Amsterdam in 1938 was
confronted with evidence which
makes it necessary to examine
again . "yesterday's scientific idea
about the debilitating effects of
the tropical climate." The experiment in Australia's tropical
Queensland, which is discussed at
some length, and the study of
other white settlements in the
tropics are indicative of the "potential usefulness of an enormous
part of the world to the white
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man." This discovery suggests a
solution of the refugee problem
and is also an answer to the cry
for Lebensraum. What is true of
the possibilities of colonization in
the tropics is likewise true of the
arctic regions. "Yesterday's great
east-and-west migrations have
largely been stopped by the quota
system in America and elsewhere;
now we are turning our thoughts
in a north-south directions."

The Struggle for Peace
By

c.

HARTLEY GRATTAN

This is, in general, a very sane
discussion of the war aims of the
European belligerents. We are reminded that "the terms given out
during the war will be designed
chiefly to keep up home morale;
to exert psychological pressure on
the morale of the enemy; and to
influence the view of neutral peoples in favor of one side." The
prominence, however, which is being given to the idea of a federated Europe and the possibility
that this may become the "holy
cause" for which the war is being
fought motivate the analysis of
the great obstacles in the way of
federalism in Europe. The author
does not believe that the problems
of Europe will yield to any singletrack solution. The only hope for
the future lies in a negotiated
peace.
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examines samples of
Hollywood offerings.
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THE LIGHT THAT FAILED
(Paramount)
An occasional letter writer complains that these reviews are too
flippant and that they seldom
take Hollywood seriously. Can you
blame the reviewer? Here's another Rudyard Kipling tale with
the usual assortment of British
heroics. All the histrionics of Walter Huston and Dudley Digges
can't prevent the picture from
turning into a flop. The story is
about a noble painter, RonaldRudyard-Kipling-Colman, getting
involved with a frightfully vulgar
model, played by Ida Lupino. No.

HIS GIRL FRIDAY (Columbia)
A bawdy, rip-roaring comedy
about newspapermen. First known
as The Front Page, with the leads
played by men, Columbia changed
the sex of the leading character
from male to feminine. There is a
man in the death row, and there
are some fast-talking scenes in the
city room. Rosalind Russell is a
sparkling comedian. Most of it is
rather tasteless. No.
OF MICE AND MEN (United
Artists)
It is not the fault of the director
or actors that this movie falls short
of true greatness. John Steinbeck's
story of two harvest hands trying
to find security and happiness is
doubly moving on the screen, but
the theme is hardly exalted. Lennie, the half-wit, accidentally kills
Mae. To protect himself and to
avoid an almost certain lynching
George shoots Lennie. That is the
skeleton of the story. There is a
sureness of approach to the American scene that should encourage
other directors and producers to
explore America. Lewis Milestone
was the director. For adults.
IT AKE THIS WOMAN (MetroGoldwyn-Mayer)
A very poor vehicle for that
notable actor, Spencer Tracy. He
teams with Heddy Lamarr, current
screen sensation, who is far too
64
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busy looking tragically beautiful
to do much in the line of acting.
Spencer Tracy is excellent, as always, despite a patchwork of worn
themes. Plays the part of the beloved head of a clinic in a poorer
section of New York City, who, to
win the love of the gorgeous creature he married, gives up his post
for a fashionable practice. The
wife, in some "sticky" scenes, tries
to make up her unsettled mind,
only to succeed in nearly wrecking
their lives. Through a horrible
fatality the doctor finds himself
and her and both return to the
clinic.
There is much that is distasteful
to the Christian mind, and one is
heartily weary of viewing so-called
cafe society.
BALALAIKA (Metro-GoldwynMayer)
Nelson Eddy is the star, and this
time he is a star in fact as well as
in name. His acting has improved;
his voice has lost none of its many
fine qualities. The story is interesting, the settings are unusually
effective, and the music-when it
does not swerve too far from authenticity-is praiseworthy. Ilona
Massey, by the way, gives our good
friend Eddy a run for his money.
SCANDAL SHEET (Columbia)
This is the story of an unscrupulous tabloid-publisher whose
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lust for higher and higher circulation figures and utter disregard
of truthfulness eventually bring
about his undoing. There are
glaring improbabilities in the
tale; but the punch is there none
the less. Otto Kruger's acting is
far above the ordinary.
SW ANEE RIVER (20th CenturyFox)
The immortal melodies of
Stephen Foster have inspired a
picture decidedly worth your
while, even though historical accuracy has received some telling
rabbit-punches at the hands of the
producers. 'Don Ameche and Andrea Leeds do good work; but we,
for our part, have never been able
to wax enthusiastic about AI ]olson and his ever-present mannerisms. The production is in technicolor. Sidney Lanfield deserves
much credit for his capable directing.
THE GREAT VICTOR HERBERT (Paramount)
Those who have a penchant for
Victor Herbert's glibly flowing
melodies will undoubtedly enjoy
this picture. The spell cast by the
excellent voice of Allan Jones will
be potent if you are a Herbert
fan; it will be weak if, like the
writer of this review, you are convinced in your heart of hearts
that the famous composer was not
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much more than a sounding brass
and a tinkling cymbal. At any
rate, those of you who go to see
the film will be exposed to this
type of music as well as to a
story which, in our humble
opinion, is none too engrossing.
Incidentally, Walter Connolly
gives a deft impersonation of the
"great" Herbert.

O'Brien presents an excellent portrayal. One of these days we hope
to see a Protestant clergyman presented on the screen as sympathetically as this story of Father Duffy
and the regiment. No feminine
character in the entire picture.

GONE WITH THE WIND
(Se[znick International Production; Release by Metro-GoldFOUR WIVES (Warner Brothwyn-Mayer)
ers)
We are going to put ourselves
We did not see Four Daughters; away out on a limb and say that
but this picture-so the publicity- this is a "must" picture. It is colosblurbs tell us-is a sequel. It can- sal-literally. This is one time that
not be said that the story moves that banal Hollywood adjective is
along with seven-league-boots; yet altogether justified. In fact, nothit has its moments of innocuous ing less will do. For one thing, it
humor. The three Lane sisters- is colossal in its sheer length. We
perhaps you know them-and an were glued to our seats for four
actress named Gale Page have the solid hours, and lest anyone comleading roles. Besides, there is the miserate with us for having to
able Claude Rains. We dare not undergo such an ordeal of endurforget the extraordinarily clever ance, we hasten to add, without
May Robson. In our opinion, the blushing, that it did not seem like
excellent performances of these more than forty minutes.
two character actors are much
Well, why do we call it a "must"
more than half of the show.
picture? Not because "Gone With
the Wind" is the best characterizaTHE FIGHTING 69TH (War- tion of that charming, storied,
ner Brothers)
ante-bellum South in which the
The story of the famous New age of chivalry took its last bow.
York regiment, Irish only by For it is not. Not because Marcourtesy, which made history dur- garet Mitchell's super-opus repreing World War I. Although Jim- sents the finest piece of dramatic
my Cagney is the hero who comes literature that our generation has
through in the end, the major produced. For it does not. Not
interest of the story lies in the ap- because Gone With the Wind
pealing figure of Father Duffy. Pat will rank with the writings of
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W. Shakespeare, V. Hugo, et al., worse-in books which are on the
as one of the great classics of all required list of every educated
person. Of course, "Gone With
time. For it will not.
But it is a masterpiece of tech- the Wind" is not in the Pollyanna
nical skill. It brings to the screen class. It is a picture for more mathe ultimate in technicolor pho- ture eyes. But sin is not glorified;
tography; the sheer beauty of the the contrary is the case. Scarlett,
picture in itself makes it worth see- the vixen, is cleverly offset by the
ing. There are scenes of breath- beautiful character of Melanie.
taking grandeur; there are scenes Rhett Butler, the libertine, finds
of exquisite loveliness; and the his old instincts sublimated in his
unusually adroit blending of light complete and intense devotion to
and shadow gives an enchanting his little daughter, Bonnie. And
Ashley Wilkes' sense of honor
effect.
And Director Fleming knows keeps him faithful to Melanie.
Good shots: Scarlett, in widow's
how to blend humor and pathos,
to achieve a telling effect by a fleet- weeds, spreading consternation at
ing scene, and to impress his point the charity ball.. .. The long and
by what is left unsaid as much as gruesome rows of Confederate
by what is said.
wounded in the Atlanta railroad
The screen version of Gone yards .... Rhett driving the wagon
with the Wind adheres faithfully in a hair-breadth escape amid the
to the original plot and includes sky-high flames of burning Atevery important and well-remem- lanta. . . . The death of Bonnie.
bered scene of the book-a fact . . . Scarlett, silhouetted against
which becomes all the more re- the sunset sky, returning to the
markable when we are told that good earth of Tara. [Our reviewer
to film every page of the book went off the deep end on this one.
with actual conversation and ac- We shall await reactions with intion would have required nearly a terest.-Eo.]
million feet of film, which would
take a solid week to show with YOUNG TOM EDISON (Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer)
the projector running 24 hours a
day.
An excellent juvenile. It is the
But what about "Gone With story of Thomas Edison in the
the Wind" from the moral stand- early days at Port Huron, Michipoint? Well, this reviewer was gan, when he sold papers on the
pleasantly surprised, because he slow train between Port Huron
expected much worse. And he has and Detroit. Mickey Rooney adds
seen much worse. And read much to his laurels. A family picture.
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ing and prostrate before totalitarianism. . .." Then you conclude-and
here is the nonsense-that "our ef.
forts and our prayers ought, therefore, to rise to the throne of grace in
the interest of a speedy peace rather
than in the interest of victory on the
part of either side."
Peace, I should suspect anyone
knows, comes after victory on one
side. You won't get peace until either
the Hitlerites or the Allies have got
to the point where it can be made.
You won't get peace until this happens.
And speaking of peace, you seem
to have fallen lock, stock and barrel
for the Nazi propaganda machine's
theory that the Versailles treaty was
pretty awful. If there is any criticism
I have to make of it, it would be that
it was far too easy on the Germans.
Have you forgotten what the Germans said they'd do with the rest of
the world after they won the World
War? And if you would like to show
your readers the kind of a peace that
the Germans apparently consider
"just" etc., then print some of the
highlights of the Treaty of BrestLitovsk. The so·called frightfulness
of the Versailles Treaty was ice cream
and cake compared to that one.
I gather from reading THE CRESSET
that you are all scared stiff of propaganda. You yourselves have thus fallen victim to the propaganda of
propaganda.
E. SINCLAIR HERTELL

LETTERS
to the

EDITOR
Scylla and Charybdis
SIR:
Some one has presented me with a
year's subscription to THE CRESSET.
I have now received and read two
copies, but I have not yet made up
my mind if I like it.
Your attitude on the present war
in Europe is particularly irritating.
You are not, it seems, for the fiends
in Berlin, and yet you are not against
them. In a magazine which, so far as
I have been able to discern, seems to
have definite opinions on other matters, this one baffles you and you
don't know what to do about it. I
suggest you try and think it out and
make up your mind one way or the
other.
Let me refer to your December
editorial headed "Neutrality." In it
you weigh the good and the bad on
the Allied fronts, after which you
sum up Hitlerism, and conclude,
quite properly, that "it is a definite
danger to the cause of the church, to
say nothing about personal liberty
and freedom, whose form lies bleed-

Bronxville, New York
SIR:

The editorials in your magazine
have frequently been quoted in our
68
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meetings. Time and again our speakers have been in sympathy with the
views expressed in your columns. We
feel that we have a common objective-a Christian outlook on current
affairs.
However, discussion in our last
meeting brought home a point that
had been felt in the past, namely,
THE CRESSET, in discussion of current affairs, is partial to one ideology, that of Great Britian.
As a group we favor no particular
party in the present conflict. In order
to offset the vicious effects of one5ided propaganda as was prevalent
twenty-five years ago we believe it
would be well for THE CRESSET to
show less partiality. Since your editorial policy is influenced neither by
dependence upon advertisers, nor by
racial background, but solely by a
Christian outlook, it should be comparatively easy to pursue such an impartial policy.
May THE CRESSET continue to enlighten us that we may see truth and
propaganda in bold relief.
GEO. W. BORNEMANN
St. Louis, Missouri
SIR:
In this present European conflict
many of us in Britain realize the position in which the U.S.A. finds itself.
Perhaps you would like to know one
of our standpoints. The main issue
of this war, we honestly believe, is
the fate of Christianity itself. Naziism to us is the incarnation of paganism. Christianity is being imperilled
by Nazi and Soviet aggression. We
are fighting with this conviction. In
Britain there is a large section of the
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community in favour of pacifism.
Nevertheless, this section is in favour
of defending the Christian world.
This side is perhaps not stressed as
much as it is felt in Britain. There
may be other economic and nationalistic causes, but this religious view is
making most people agree to the
struggle. This war is essentially a
war of ideological deferences; looming behind the question of democracy is the figure of Christ. The view
that the only hope for world peace
is a return to Christianity is steadily
gaining ground, and with it is found
the ideal of Christian Socialism. We
have as one of our principles the
high Christian ideals of faith, hope
and love, without which no society
can live long. With this conviction
many are now fighting the Nazi
regime. Two years ago a friend of
mine had to sleep with twenty others
of whom there were ten Nazis; when
he knelt down to say his prayers they
laughed at him and shone their
torches. It is such cases as this that
make us think that our consciences
are clear and right.
W. K. BLACKBURN
Colwyn Bay, N. Wales
[For the sympathetic perusal of our
readers we print these three letters as
examples of the correspondence
which appears at the editorial desk
almost daily. To be neutral apparently means to become a target for
shots from both sides. We can only
restate our profound respect for
truth, no matter where it may be
found. If we occasionally stumble in
our search for it, we know that our
readers will con·ect our failings with
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the same frankness which marks the
three letters printed above.-Eo.]

Animal?
SIR:
My bona fide laboratory experiments with a small fraction of the
nation's 100,000,000 guinea pigs impel me to censure your designation
of man as a social and intelligent
animal Qanuary, 1940).
Technical zoological parlance indeed describes man as an animal.
In ordinary language, however, the
word animal means a beast, as contra-distinguished from a man.
While there is a patent difference
between the words "animal" and
"beast," I deem it inexpedient for
your publication to describe man as
an animal in view of the manifest
and demonstrated mental misconstructions and the palpable offence
induced by your daring employment
of a proper technical idiom.
There is a wrong use of rightful
things also in literary production.
REUBEN w. HAHN
Tuscaloosa, Alabama

Review of Reviews
SIR:
I notice in the current issue of
THE CRESSET two letters attacking
recent book reviews. I am somewhat
non-plussed at the criticisms raised
by the Messrs. Burgdorf 8c Poehler.
Would you give me space to answer
them?
l) Mr. Bur_gdorf assails the reliability of Kenneth Crawford's Pressure Boys. Mr. Crawford is known as

one of the most reliable Washington
correspondents. Recently he was
elected head of the American Newspaper Guild. His charges, as well as
the reviewer's statements, about the
Dies committee's action in the defeat of Gov. Elmer Benson have long
ago been substantiated.
2) It has been called to my attention that in the January issue of
the Walther League Messenger there
is a favorable review of Pressure
Boys.
3) Mr. Poehler's attacks on "Grapes
of Wrath" is typical of the accusations
raised by well-fed Americans everywhere. Mr. Poehler and I are entitled to disagreement on the moral
part of the review. I support the
reviewer's contention on the language. But the article in the Forum
attacking the economics of "Grapes of
Wrath" is dishonest and untrue. Investigation by such widely-differing
authorities as Fortune Magazine,
Carey McWilliams, Dorothea Lange
of the Farm Security Administration,
and Paul S. Taylor of Stanford University shows that Mr. Steinbeck by
no means exaggerated the plight of
the Joads. For one article expressing
the viewpoint of the Associated
Farmers of California, one of the
most reactionary organizations in the
U.S., I can cite facts and figures by
the dozens supporting Mr. Steinbeck's contentions. Let Mr. Poehler
visit California. Unless he wears
blinkers he'll see Joads enough to
make him wish he had never written
that pitiful defense of American
Pharisaism.
V. C. BACKER
Chenoweth, New York
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March 1940
Birthday Greetings
SIR:
Just listened to Max Jordan
"Speaking from Geneva." Russia is
to have one more day of grace, the
second, before some drastic action
will be taken by, of all things, The
League of Nations. That's the news.
Now we shall look to THE CRESSET
for an appraisal of Russia's offense
as well as of the "drastic action," and
perhaps of the League itself.
Congratulations on two years of
THE CRESSET. We have read the survey of the two years of THE CRESSET
as given by the "Pilgrim," November, 1939, and now the reader of
THE CRESSET should like to say a
word, not too critical, nor yet too
sympathetic.
THE CRESSET, as this reader sees it,
has come to its own during the first
two years. THE CRESSET has supplied
the recognized need for a periodical
of this kind. Something worthwhile
has been achieved in the fields of
literature, art, and public affairs. So
much should be said in fairness.
One thing we noticed in reading
THE CRESSET is the absence of that
subtle device used by writers in referring to their readers as "gentle."
Don't the writers in THE CRESSET
want their readers to be gentle? And
what do your writers mean when you
speak to your readers as "gentle."
If gentle means credulous the
readers of THE CRESsET, I assure you,
do not relish the compliment, but as
a matter of fact. we have not noted
any such tendencies on the part of
the editors of THE CRESSET and we
appreciate it. On the contrary, the
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editors have shown deference to the
intellectual ability of the reader.
Your readers were not expected to be
credulous and frequently the privilege of disagreeing with a writer was
granted as evidenced in the "Letter
Column"; and it has afforded no little satisfaction to take issue on one
subject or another with men of
known standing.
If gentle means considerate, that
would be much more to the point.
Your readers are considerate. Your
readers recognize that the questions
of the day are somewhat complicated,
if not altogether inexplicable, and
we do not expect a perfect and complete answer to them from THE CRES·
SET. As long as THE CRESSET point~
to the general direction where the
answers are to be found your readers will be satisfied. The record
shows that THE CRESSET has succeeded in this to a great extent. Your
readers will be considerate even if
a direct hit is not always made, as
long as you do not expect your
reader's pen to remain in solitary
confinement when the mark is missed
by miles and miles, and as long as
you show the same readiness to give
the reader's pen an opportunity for
self-expression.
Your reader recognizes the high
ideals THE CREsSET has set for itself,
and he has also seen how ideals have
been trampled upon in wholesale
fashion of late. Your reader will remain considerate as long as those
ideals are not abandoned and as long
as a genuine effort is put forth to
realize them.
GENTLE READER
Saint Louis, Missouri

Contributors-Problems-Final Notes

Q UR major article this month
(Now Abideth Faith) is from
the pen of N. M. Ylvisaker, D.D.,
Executive Secretary of the Young
People's Luther League of the
Norwegian Lutheran Church in
America. Dr. Ylvisaker has been Executive Secretary of
the Luther League
for more than two
decades. He is also
the chairman of
the Officers Reserve and Chaplains' Association.
In addition, he is
the author of two
volumes which
have aroused wide
attention: Faces Toward God and
The Glory Road. His present article is an excellent summary of
his world-view and his indomitable faith in the future of the
Church.

ten to point out that the fourth
decade of the twentieth century
will not end until December 31,
1940. In general, our mathematicians hold that since we begin
to count with one
up to ten, a new
decade begins in
1941. We stand corrected. Despite the
claims of exact
mathematics, how.ever, it may be said
we are now writing
40's instead of 30's,
and the change in
the third digit is
perhaps sufficient
cause to meditate
on the passing of
time. A decade
ended on December 31, 1939, but
it was not the end of the fourth
decade of the twentieth century.

The

Editor's

Lamp

,..,;..

Our guest reviewer for this
month is John E. Simon (Idaho
Lore), pastor of St. Paul's Church,
Park City, Montana.
,..,;..

From the rock-bound shores of
Maine to the sun-kissed coast of
California subscribers have writ-

Apparently the long winter
months are favorable to literary
effort. Since Christmas we have
received an unusually large number of contributions which ought
to see print. We welcome such unsolicited articles, but ask our contributors to be patient with us
since the material for major articles is often planned several
months in advance of publication.
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FORTHCOMING ISSUES

I.

In "Notes and Comment" the editors will continue
their brief comments on the world of public affairs and
modern thought.

II. Major articles during the coming months will mclude:
A PASTOR LOOKS AT LIFE

THE MOTION PICTIJRE

Ill

In future issues the editors will review, among
many others, the following books:
UNION Now .•.••.••••...••••.•..•.....•. Clarence
NEWS Is MY JoB ...••...•.•.•...•.....••. • Edna
WHAT'S YOUR ALLERGY?

K. Streit

Lee Booker

•......•..•.....•......•......•...•

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dr. Laurence Farmer and George Hexter
BoDY, BooTs

&

BRITCHES •...•..•••..• . Harold

W. Thompson

NATIVE i)ON •......••.•....•••.•.•..•.••••• . Richard

Wright

AND THEN THERE WERE NONE .•.••••.••••• • Agatha

Christie

TROUBLE IN JULY ••.•.•....•••....•••.•.•• . Erskine

Caldwell

OTHER Coos: AN AMERICAN LEGEND .•..•..••. . Pearl

S. Buck

LET THE PEOPLE SING •. .•••..•.•.• •• •.•••• ••• . ].
THE INSIDE STORY . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . • Robt.

B. Priestley

Spiers Benjamin

THE WELL TEMPERED LISTENER •...... . . .•. ••• • Deems

Allen

THE LooN FEATHER ••.•..••.•..•...•..•..••.• .. . lola

Fuller

FLOWERING EARTH •.••.•••..•.•...... . Donald

I

Taylor

IT WAs LIKE THis •..•..••••••.•...•...••.•.• . Heroey

Culross Peattie

